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sad  and  fell,  the  gold  scattering  over  the  floor  of  the  cave 
1!  No  more  of  that  or  you  are  a  dead  oner  shouted 
Old  King  Brady,  darting  forward. 


Hold 
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CHAPTER  I. 


THE  BRADYS  START  FOR  HANGTOWN. 

One  June  morning,  several  years  ago,  two  gentlemen 
emerged  from  the  once  famous  Lick  House,  in  the  now 
desolated  city  of  San  Francisco,  and  struck  up  Montgom¬ 
ery  street  to  Jackson,  where  they  entered  the  handsome 
marble  building  of  the  Wells  Fargo  Express  Co. 

The  one  was  an  elderly  man,  the  other  a  handsome 
young  fellow  of  less  than  twenty. 

The  older  man  was  of  peculiar  appearance,  due  prin¬ 
cipally  to  his  odd  style  ®f  dress. 

He  wore  a  long  blue  coat  of  Unique  cut,  with  a  double 
row  of  flat  brass  buttons  down  the  front  in  the  old-time 
style. 

His  hat  was  an  immense  broad-brimmed  white  affair  of 
the  cowboy  type. 

About  the  neck  was  an  ancient  “stock”  and  high, 
pointed,  stand-up  collar,  fashion  of  1840. 

A  man  of  such  marked  appearance  could  scarcely  fail 
to  attract  attention,  and  many  turned  to  look  at  him. 

And  it  is  safe  to  assert  that  more  than  one  recognized 
him  as  Old  King  Brady,  the  world-famous  detective,  whose 
face  was  quite  as  familiar  on  Market  street  of  San  Fran¬ 
cisco  as  it  is  upon  Broadway,  New  York. 

It  is  scarcely  necessary  to  mention  that  the  younger 
man  was  the  pupil  and  partner  of  the  old  detective — 
Young  King  Brady,  as  the  world  knows  him,  Harry,  as 
he  is  styled  by  his  associate. 

While  working  on  a  Chinese  case  in  San  Francisco  the 
Bradys  had  received  a  call  from  the  Wells  Fargo  Co.,  by 
whom  they  are  frequently  employed. 

Having  finished  their  case,  they  were  now  here  to 
answer  the  call. 

The  Bradys  yent  up  on  the  elevator,  and  presented 
themselves  at  the  office  of  Mr.  Montague,  the  general 
manager  of  the  express  company. 

They  were  kept  waiting  but  a  few  minutes. 

Mr.  Montague  received  Old  King  Brady  as  a  man  re¬ 
ceives  an  old  friend. 

“It  is  so  fortunate  that  you  happened  to  be  in  the  city,” 
he  said.  “It  was  only  yesterday  that  I  heard  by  the  mer¬ 
est  accident  that  you  were  here.  We  want  to  send  you  up 
to  Hangtown  at  once.” 

“You  mean  Placerville,  up  in  Eldorado  county?”  in- 
e  >;;ed  Old  King  Brady,  naming  the  California  town  which 
ir,  former  days  passed  by  the  peculiar  name  mentioned. 


“No;  naturally  you  would  suppose  so,”  was  the  reply. 
“But  this  is  a  modern  Hangtown,  away  up  in  the  wilds 
of  Washington.  Its  real  name  is  Riddle,  but  up  there 
everyone  calls  the  place  Hangtown,  on  account  of  some 
tough  characters  who  were  lynched  there  at  the  time 
that  part  of  the  country  was  first  opened  up.” 

“Where  in  Washington  is  it  located?”  inquired  Old 
King  Brady. 

“It  is  away  up  in  the  north  country,  near  Mount  Bak¬ 
er,”  was  the  reply.  “You  go  in  from  Cokedale.  It  is  a 
sixty-mile  stage  ride,  I  am  told.  Cokedale,  you  know,  is 
at  the  end  of  a  branch  where  there  are  coal  mines  and 
coking  furnaces.  It  is  a  very  wild  country,  Mr.  Brady.  I 
hope  you  are  good  for  such  a  journey.” 

“Perfectly  good  for  it.  Let  us  know  what  it  is.  all 
about.” 

“Well,”  continued  Mr.  Montague,  “the  case  is  an  old 
one.  Perhaps  you  may  remember  that  five  years  ago  our 
special  stage  from  the  mining  region  beyond  Mt.  Baker  to 
the  railroad  was  held  up  and  robbed  of  over  half  a  mil¬ 
lion  by  a  solitary  masked  man,  who  shot  the  driver  and 
our  messenger,  the  only  two  persons  on  board.” 

“I  think  I  do.  We  were  in  Mexico  at  the  time,  if  I 
am  not  mistaken,  and  could  not  undertake  the  case.” 

“Exactly.  Some  of  our  local  detectives  handled  it,  and 
the  crime  was  traced  directly  to  a  miserable  renegade 
known  as  “Badman  Bill,”  last  name  unknown,  who  had 
been  a  local  pest  for  several  years.” 

“I  remember.  Fellow  was  half  crazy.  He  burned  the 
stage.  The  driver  was  not  dead  when  found,  but  died 
soon  after.  Badman  Bill  was  tracked  into  the  mountains 
back  of  Hangtown.  There  his  coat,  hat,  and  shoes  were 
found  at  the  edge  of  a  frightful  precipice,  and  it  was  be¬ 
lieved  that  he  threw  himself  down  into  the  gorge  in  a  fit 
of  insanity.” 

“Right.  I  see  you  know  all  about  the  affair.  We  had 
the  best  of  reason  to  believe  that  this  lunatic — for  such  he 
certainly  was — had  thrown  the  gold  down  first.  The  gorge 
is  nearly  inaccessible.  A  rapid  stream  runs  through  it. 
Later  we  had  men  let  down  by  ropes.  They  found  our 
treasure  box  empty,  and  the  skeleton  of  a  man  picked 
clean  by  the  wolves  lodged  upon  rocks  just  above  the 
stream.  The  remains  were  believed  to  be  those  of  Bad¬ 
man  Bill.  It  was  thought  that  the  gold  had  been  washed 
away  by  the  stream;  at  all  events,  we  recovered  none  of  it,, 
and  the  matter  was  allowed  to  drop.” 

“And  why  has  it  come  up  again  ?” 

“Because  Bill  has  twice  been  seen  in  the  mountains  in 
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the  neighborhood  of  Hangtown  b}'  a  young  fellow  named 
Kit  Burns,  a  prospector.” 

“Sure  there  is  no  mistake?” 

“ Positive.  Our  agent  at  ITangtown  writes  us  that 
Burns  not  only  saw  Badman  Bill  and  talked  with  him, 
but  that  Bill  exhibited  a  bag  of  gold  nuggets  and  boasted 
that  he  had  a  hundred  more  like  it.  He  wanted  Burns  to 
come  and  live  with  him  in  his  hut,  and  promised  to  make 
him  rich  if  he  would  do  so.” 

“It  is  a  wonder  the  fellow  didn’t  consent.” 

“He  claimed  to  have  been  afraid;  Bill  was  so  wild-look¬ 
ing.  The  second  time  Bill  turned  on  him  when  he  refused, 
and  fired  at  him,  afterwards  makings  his  escape  in  the 
woods.” 

“And  what  is  wanted  of  us  is  to  recover  this  treasure,  of 
course.” 

“That  is  it.  If  you  can’t  solve  the  problem  and  get  us 
the  gold  no  one  can.” 

“Probably  you  have  other  reasons  for  believing  the 
gold  to  be  intact,  or  nearly  so.” 

“We  have.  This  man,  it  appears,  has  been  seen  by  oth¬ 
ers.  He  has  been  living  the  life  of  a  hermit,  and  has 
thus  acquired  the  name  of  the  ‘Hermit  of  Hangtown.’ 
Our  agent  had  often  heard  of  this  hermit,  but  he  had  no 
notion  that  he  was  our  old  Badman  Bill.” 

“We  will  take  hold,”  replied  Old  King  Brady.  “Of 
course,  we  can’t  guarantee  the  gold,  but  if  the  man  is  to 
be  got  we  will  get  him.” 

“I’m  sure  of  it,”  was  the  reply. 

There  was  some  further  discussion  as  to  ways  and 
means,  after  which  the  detectives  left. 

Late  that  afternoon  the  Bradys  started  north. 

Their  run  to  Washington  was  accomplished  without 
delay,  and  on  the  evening  of  the  second  day  they  turned 
up  at  Cokeville. 

This  was,  without  exception,  the  dreariest  place  the 
Bradys  had  ever  struck. 

Its  only  excuse  for  existence  were  certain  coal  mines 
and  coking  furnaces  in  the  vicinity,  as  has  been  said. 

It  had  been  arranged  tlmt  the  Wells  Pargo  agent  at 
Cokeville  should  have  horses  ready  for  the  detectives,  and 
they  proposed  to  start  at  once  for  Hangtown. 

There  were,  however,  no  horses  to  be  seen  around  the 
station.  t 

A  few  grimy  looking  miners  were  gathered  about  the 
building  ready  to  welcome  three  newcomers  of  their  own 
class. 

Besides  these  men  and  the  Bradys  the  only  person  who 
left  the  train  was  a  young  girl  of  considerable  beauty,  who 
carried  a  small  dress-suit  case  made  of  woven  straw. 

She  stood  looking  about  anxiously. 

Apparently  she  had  been  expecting  someone,  and  did 
not  know  what  to  do. 

The  station  agent,  a  mere  boy,  was  about  closing  the 
building  for  the  night,  when  she  stepped  up  and  spoke 
to  him. 

Hi*  answer  was  gruff*,  and  the  girl  drew  hack  abashed. 
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“Look  here,  Governor,  that  girl  is  in  trouble.  Hadn’t 
you  better  take  her  in  hand?”  Harry  said. 

“Your  job.  You  handle  the  young  and  beautiful  wo¬ 
men,”  was  the  reply. 

“Come  now!”  laughed  Harry.  “What  about  you  doing 
the  fatherly — or  shall  we  say  grandfatherly  act?” 

“Go!”  replied  the  old  detective.  “I’ll  wait  here.  The 
young  for  the  young  should  be  the  rule.” 

Harry  stepped  up  to  the  young  girl  and  raised  his  hat. 

Meanwhile  both  the  miners  and  the  station  agent  had 
departed,  and  they  had  the  place  to  themselves. 

“Were  you  looking  for  anyone,  miss?”  asked  Young 
King  Brady.  “We  are  strangers  here  ourselves,  but  if 
We  can  be  of  any  assistance - ” 

“I  was  expecting  my  brother  to  meet  me,”  replied  the 
girl.  “He  is  Mr.  Arthur  Wandell,  of  the  Kicking  Mule 
mine  Up  at  Hangtown.  If  he  don’t  come  I  really  don’t 
know  what  I  shall  do.” 

Old  King  Brady  now  came  forward. 

He  had  only  been  joking.  He  had  no  idea  of  turning 
his  back  on  the  girl. 

“Your  brother  may  be  over  at  the  hotel— we  can  see  over 
there,”  he  said.  “Will  you  accompany  us.  Our  name  is 
Brady.  We  are  bound  for  Hangtown  ourselves.” 

“I  really  don't  know  what  to  do,”  answered  the  girl. 
“Arthur  cailnot  he  in  town,  or  he  would  he  here  now.” 

“He  may  have  been  a  trifle  late.  It  is  a  long  drive 
from  Hangtown.” 

“You  know  him  then,  gentlemen?” 

“We  do  not,”  replied  Harry.  “We  are  strangers  here 
ourselves.” 

“I— -I  think  I  better  stay  at  the  station,”  stammered 
the  girl,  with  some  confusion.  “I  don’t  see  how  I  can 
go  to  the  hotel.” 

“But  you  can’t  stay  here,”  replied  Old  King  Brady. 
“Night  is  coming  on,  and  the  station  is  locked.  Tell  me 
freely  what  the  trouble  is,  just  as  you  would  to  your  fath¬ 
er.  Is  there  any  particular  reason  why  you  don’t  want  to 
go  to  the  hotel?” 

“Well,  sir,  there  is,”  replied  the  girl,  blushing  deeply. 

lo  he  honest  with  you,  I  have  managed  to  lose  my  pock- 
etbook,  and  I  haven’t  a  cent.” 

Unfortunate,  hut  easily  remedied,”  said  the  detective. 
“Pray  consider  me  your  hanker  for  the  time  being,  Miss 
Wandell.  I  can  settle  with  your  brother'  later  on.” 

With  some  further  hesitation  the  girl  accepted  this 
kind  ofler,  and  Harry  having  relieved  her  of  her  dross- 
suit  case  they  crossed  the  broad  open  space  and  entered 
the  Baker  House. 

Old  King  Brady  turned  Miss  Wandell  over  to  the  house-  ! 
keeper,  aud  went  to  the  office  with  Harry,  where  he  ex¬ 
plained  the  situation  to  the  clerk. 

“I  know  Mr.  Wandell  very  well,”  said  the  clerk.  “We 
don’t  need  your  guarantee.  We  will  take  good  core  of 
the  }oung  lady  until  her  brother  comes.  The  chances 
are  he  has  been  detained  on  the  road.” 

"Do  you  know  Mr.  Cook?”  inquired  Old  King  Brudf. 
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“You  mean  the  Wells  Fargo  agent  here?” 

“Yes." 

“I  did  know  him.  He  is  dead.” 

“Hello!  '  cried  the  old  detective.  “He  was  alive  day 
before  yesterday  then.” 

“He  was,  indeed.  He  was  thrown  from  his  horse  this 
afternoon  and  instantly  killed.”  replied  the  clerk. 

Here  was  a  setback  at  the  very  stark 

The  Bradys  discussed  the  situation,  and  concluded  that 
they  had  no  reason  for  calling  on  the  widow  of  the  un¬ 
fortunate  man. 

They  accordingly  went  to  supper  and  afterwards  tried 
to  find  horses. 

This  proved  to  be  impossible. 

There  was  no  livery  stable  at  Cokeville,  and  no  one  had 
horses  for  sale  or  to  hire. 

The  Hangtown  stage  had  gone,  and  the  next  would  not 
leave  Cokeville  until  late  the  following  afternoon. 

The  Bradys  returned  to  the  hotel  convinced  that  they 
were  up  against  delay. 

They  had  scarcely  entered  the  office  when  a  young  man 
came  up  to  them  with  extended  hand. 

“Pardon  me,  gentlemen,  but  if  I  don’t  mistake  you  are 
the  Brady  detectives,”  he  said. 

“We  are,”  replied  Old  King  Brady. 

“My  name  is  Wandell.  I  have  just  come  in  from  Hang- 
town.”  \ 

“Ah!  Your  sister - ” 

“I  have  just  left  her,  and  I  wish  to  thank  you  heartily 
for  your  kindness  to  her.” 

“It  is  nothing.” 

“Indeed,  it  was  much.  Bella  is  a  timid  girl.  Her 
home  is  in  Portland,  Oregon.  She  has  never  been  away 
before.  Our  mother  died  recently,  and  as  there  are  only 
the  two  of  us  left  Bella  is  coming  to  Hangtown  to  keep 
house  for  me.” 

“Which  I  have  no  doubt  will  prove  a  good  arrangement. 
We  are  going  to  Hangtown  ourselves  if  we  can  find  any 
way  of  getting  there.” 

“I  was  just  coming  to  that.  It  seems  that  the  unfortu¬ 
nate  Mr.  Cook,  to  whom  you  were  consigned,  was  killed 
this  afternoon.” 

“So  we  hear.  A  sad  affair.” 

“Very,  as  he  leaves  several  children.  He  was  not  able 
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to  get  hold  of  any  horses  for  you,  so  he  telephoned  Mr. 
Muldoon,  the  agent  at  Hangtown,  to  send  over  after  you. 
Jt  was  the  same  trouble  there,  and  Muldoon  requested  me 
to  drive  vou  over.  I  have  brought  along  a  big,  double- 
seated  wagon,  and  as  I  intend  to  start  at  once,  there  need 
be  no  delay.” 

“It  suits  us  all  right,  Mr.  Wandell,”  replied  Old  King 
Brady,  greatly  relieved.  “But  do  you  intend  to  go  to^ 
night  with  your  sister?  It  seems  rather  an  undertaking.” 

“It  hi  absolutely  necessary  that  I  should  be  at  the  mine 
where  \  work  to-morrow.  I  must  go,”  was  the  reply. 

“Oh,  in  that  case - ” 


“It  is  all  arranged.  The  night  is  warm.  Bella  will  not 
suffer.  I  shall  start  within  half  an  hour  if  you  are  ready.” 

It  is  unnecessary  to  say  that  the  Bradys  were  ready,  and 
so  it  came  about  that  half  an  hour  later  found  the  detec¬ 
tives  seated  in  the  wagon  with  Mr.  Wandell  and  his  sister 
on  the  road  to  Hangtown. 


CHAPTER  II. 

THE  ACCIDENT  AT  THE  BRIDGE. 

The  Bradys  found  young  Mr.  Wandell  a  splendid  type 
of  Western  manhood. 

As  for  his  sister,  it  really  looked  as  if  Harry  might  be¬ 
come  seriously  smitten. 

The  girl  was  bright  and  most  intelligent,  and  now, 
feeling  herself  at  home  in  the  presence  of  her  brother, 
Harry  found  her  a  most  entertaining  companion. 

Arthur  Wandell  informed  the  detectives  that  he  was 
head  assayer  at  the  Kicking  Mule  gold  mine,  and  he  dwelt 
upon  the  richness  of  the  claim. 

Their  wTay  for  the  first  ten  miles  led  them  directly 
through  the  forest. 

After  that  they  crossed  a  small  stream,  and  began  the 
ascent  of  a  series  of  foothills  of  considerable  height  be¬ 
yond  which  lay  the  range  of  which  Mt.  Baker  is  the  high¬ 
est  peak,  towering  to  a  height  of  10,719  feet  above  sea 
level,  and  covered  with  eternal  snow. 

The  detectives  had  a  continuous  view  of  this  noble  peak 
in  the  moonlight  for  the  first  ten  miles. 

But  when  they  entered  the  foothills  they  lost  it. 

The  horses  now  settling  down  into  a  wTalk,  Old  King 
Brady,  who  rode  on  the  front  seat  with  Wandell,  began 
to  question  him  a  bit. 

“Is  our  coming  to  Hangtown  generally  known?”  he  in¬ 
quired. 

“Certainly  it  is,”  was  the  reply.  “Everybody  is  talking 
about  it.” 

“So?  And  our  business  there  is  known?”  * 

“Of  course.  You  are  out  gunning  after  the  fellow 
folks  call  the  Hermit  of  Hangtown.” 

“I  see  that  our  affairs  have  been  talked  about.  It  is 
impossible  to  keep  a  secret  in  Hangtown,  it  would  ap¬ 
pear.” 

“I  guess  you  are  right,”  replied  Wandell,  with  a  laugh. 
“It’s  only  a  small  place,  and  has  its  share  of  gossip.  They 
believe  now  that  the  Elermit  is  Badman  Bill,  the  fellow 
who  robbed  the  Wells  Fargo  stage  five  years  ago.” 

“That’s  it.  What  do  you  know  about  the  man?” 

“Not  a  thing  personally.  The  robbery  happened  before 
my  time,  you  see.  He  never  shows  himself  in  town,  but 
he  has  been  seen  in  the  mountains  by  quite  a  number  of 
people.” 

“Do  we  cross  these  mountains?” 

“Yes;  we  pass  right  through  them  on  the  home  stretch.” 
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“Wild  region  ?” 
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“Wildest  in  the  world.” 

“Good  chance  for  prospecting?” 

“Every  chance;  but  somehow  very  few  have  tried  it. 
This  young  Burns  has  been  at  it  of  late,  but  he  hasn’t 
i'Htnd  anything  yet.  The  Hermit  gave  him  such  a  scare 

last  week  that  I  hardly  think  he  will  tackle  the  hills  again 
in  a  hurrv.” 

There  was  further  talk  on  these  lines. 

But  what  Arthur  Wandell  had  to  tell  was  of  little  value 
to  the  detectives. 

Old  King  Brady  plainly  saw  that  they  had  undertaken 
the  roughest  sort  of  a  task. 

from  the  foothills  they  went  down  into  a  deep  valley, 

and  at  last  started  through  a  wild,  romantic  pass  up  into 
the  range. 

‘‘It  is  only  twenty  miles  now,”  announced  Wandell. 
Perhaps,  Bella,  you  would  like  te  get  out  and  take  a  rest 
for  half  an  hour  or  so.” 

“I  should  think  your  team  would  need  a  rest,”  said  Old 
King  Brady. 

Bo,  these  horses  are  good  for  the  whole  run,  if 
it  comes  to  a  pinch,”  was  the  reply.  “But  it  will  do  them 
no  harm  to  have  a  rest.” 

Eedat  favored  stopping,  and  half  an  hour  was  put  in  at 
the  mouth  of  the  pass. 

A  fresh  start  was  then  taken,  and  for  an  hour  they  con¬ 
tinued  to  ascend. 

Dawn  came  just  as  they  reached  the  highest  point,  and 
the  Bradys  'were  treated  to  such  a  view  as  cannot  be  had 
m  any  other  part  of  the  world. 

Xow  they  descended  into  a  deep  canyon. 

The  road  was  fearfully  steep,  and  Wandell  had  to  put 
on  the  brakes. 

Even  moment  it  seemed  as  if  the  swaying  wagon  must 
topple  over  into  the  yawning  gulf  alongside  of  them. 

Bella  held  on  for  dear  life,  and  more  than  once  fran 
tically  clutched  Harry’s  arm. 

At  last  the  'end  of  this  stretch  was  reached,  and  they 
came  to  the  brink  of  the  stream  which  they  had  been  fol 
lowing  at  the  bottom  of  the  gorge. 

Here  this  gorge  cut  directly  across  their  trail,  which 
now  entered  a  cross  canyon  of  considerable  width. 

Over  the  stream,  which  was  forty  feet  down,  a  flimsy 
bridge  extended. 

Old  King  Brady  sized  it  up  at  a  glance,  and  tried  to 
call  a  halt. 

“Why,  that  bridge  is  positively  dangerous,”  he  cried. 
"See  how  the  supports  have  sagged.” 

“  It  does  look  worse  than  usual,”  assented  Wandell.  “It 
ought  to  be  repaired,  of  course,  but  I  don’t  think  there  is 
the  slightest  danger.” 

“I  wish  I  could  agree  with  you,  but  I  can’t,”  replied  Old 
King  Brady.  Stop,  please!  My  partner  and  I  walk 


across  ” 


Wandell  laughed  good-naturedly. 


Oh,  I  will  do  as  you  wish,  of  course,”  lie  said.  “BU{ 
believe  me,  Mr.  Brady,  there  isn’t  the  least  danger.”  J 
“I  never  take  any  chances  of  this  sort,”  was  the  reply.  ! 
Wandell  stopped  his  team,  and  the  detectives  got  out 
“Are  you  going  to  walk  with  us,  miss?”  Old  Kin^ 
Brady  asked. 

“I  will  do  just  as  my  brother  says,”  replied  Bella,  loy- 

“Sit  still,  then,”  said  Wandell.  “You  are  as  safe  there 
as  you  would  be  on  foot.” 

And  with  this  he  started  his  horses  across  the  bridge  at 
a  brisk  trot. 

They  had  just  about  reached  the  middle  of  the  crazy 
structure  when,  without  one  warning  crack,  it  suddeniv 
collapsed. 

“Good  heavens!”  gasped  Harry. 

Bella’s  scream  was  something  to  be  long  remembered. 
Down  went  the  bridge  into  the  gorge,  carrying  the  team 
with  it,  leaving  the  Bradys  half  paralyzed  with  the  shock 
of  the  moment  standing  at  the  brink. 

Xow,  all  this  has  taken  longer  in  the  telling  than  it  did 
in  the  happening. 

The  latter  was  a  matter  of  seconds  only. 

Horrified  beyond  measure,  the  Bradys  bent  over  the 
break  and  looked  down. 

Tlie  stream  did  not  nearly  fill  the  gorge. 

Great  masses  of  rock  lay  piled  up  on  either  side. 

The  wagon  had  fallen  into  the  water,  which  was  shallow 
and  rapid. 

The  horses  did  not  move.  It  was  easv  to  see  that  thev 
were  dead.  " 

The  wagon  had  turned  partly  over,  and  lay  on  its  side. 
Ihe  Bradys  could  not  see  young  Wandell,  but  as  thev 
looked  Bella  rose  up  in  the  water. 

She  threw  her  hands  wildly  above  her  head,  and  called 
out  something  which  the  detectives  could  not  catch,  owin'* 
to  the  noise  of  the  water  rushing  over  the  stones. 

Are  you  hurt?”  yelled  Harry. 

“Brother!”  was  the  only  word  they  could  catch  in  reply. 

•  a  nnv  §et  down  there  and  rescue  that  poor  girl!” 
cried  Old  King  Brady. 

replkdHarry6  d°ne:  ^  the  f°01  listen  to  3™?” 

“FoUoV me*”0  “k  °f  ^  D°W’”  Cried  the  oId  detectiTe’ 
Place6  "  deS.  *“  ^  ™  * 

J,:  r:^^c:srable 

BrlltlUnTarS!  ^  ^ °>d 

Harry0"  ^  ‘°U  are’  GoTernor-  I’U  try  it,”  cried 

Xo,  no!  We  will  both  go.” 

vi,‘l‘ uphere  "ZZ"  '  ShaU  W3nt  -VOur  helP  P«U  the 
,iU  up  here.  There  ,s  no  sense  in  both  of  us  risking  our 
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Old  King  Brady  yielded  more  readily  than  he  sometimes 
does. 

I  he  fact  was,  he  began  to  have  serious  doubts  about  his 

ability  to  set  down. 

♦  **  u 

So  he  let  Harry  go,  and  he  started  back  to  a  point  where 
he  could  get  a  view  of  what  was  going  on  after  his  partner 
safely  reached  the  bed  of  the  stream. 

This  took  him  several  hundred  yards,  owing  to  the  bend 
of  the  gor^e. 

o  o 

Suddenly  Old  King  Brady  was  startled  by  a  piercing 
scream. 

Shriek  followed  shriek,  and  he  knew  that  it  must  be 
Bella. 

He  bent  over  the  edge,  and  tried  to  get  a  view,  but  it 
was  impossible. 

Then  suddenly  there  was  a  shot,  and  then  another. 

Harry’s  voice  was  heard  shouting,  but  Old  King  Brady 
could  not  catch  the  words.  - 

“What  on  earth  has  happened?”  he  asked  himself. 
“This  is  dreadful!  I  can’t  stand  it!  I  must  go  down!” 

He  dashed  back  to  where  Harry  had  descended. 

In  the  nervous  condition  into  which  these  events  had 
thrown  him,  Old  King  Brady  almost  hesitated  to  make 
the  attempt. 

But  he  conquered  his  fears,  and  hanging  by  his  hands, 
gained  standing  room  on  the  rocks  below. 

Then  followed  a  dangerous  descent  of  some  thirty 
feet. 

This  brought  him  upon  the  loose  stones  just  above  the 
bed  of  the  stream. 

Old  King  Brady  then  picked  his  way  over  the  stones, 
making  all  the  speed  possible. 

At  last  he  rounded  the  bend,  and  caught  sight  of  Harry 
in  the  distance. 

He  was  considerably  beyond  the  wagon,  running  on  over 
the  stones. 

Old  King  Brady  shouted,  but  could  not*  make  himself 
heard. 

In  a  few  seconds  Harry  disappeared  around  another 
bend  of  the  gorge. 

It  was  hopeless  to  think  of  following  him. 

Old  King  Brady  could  not  imagine  what  had  happened. 

Mystery  .seemed  to  have  followed  disaster. 

All  the  old  detective  could  do  was  to  push  on  to  the 
wagon. 

As  he  drew  near  he  pulled  out  the  powerful  glass  which 
he  always  carries,  and  adjusting  it  to  his  eyes  looked 
ahead. 

Young  Wandell  lay  in  the  water,  with  his  head  out, 
resting  upon  a  flat  stone. 

“He’s  a  dead  one,”  muttered  Old  King  Brady,  restoring 
the  glass  to  his  pocket.  “So  much  for  hi3  foolhardy  stub¬ 
bornness.  But  what  on  earth  can  have  happened  to  his 
sister  beat/5  me.” 


CHAPTER  III. 

THE  SEARCH  WHICH  FAILED, 

Old  King  Brady  hurried  on,  and  soon  came  up  with  the 
wreck. 

The  horses  were  dead. 

They  had  broken  their  necks  by  the  fall,  and  it  was 
doubtful  if  they  survived  an  instant. 

Heedless  of  wet  feet,  the  old  detective  went  out  into 
the  stream  over  the  slippery  stones,  and  reached  the 
place  where  young  Wandell  lay. 

He  bent  down  over  him  instantly,  discovering  that  the 
young  man  still  breathed. 

“We  must  get  you  out  of  here,  that’s  a  certainty,”  mut¬ 
tered  the  detective. 

He  got  his  arms  beneath  Wandell’s  body,  and  tried  to 
raise  him. 

But  although  the  assayer  was  not  a  particularly  large 
man,  and  Old  King  Brady  is  a  particularly  strong  one,  it 
was  all  dead  weight,  and  he  could  not  manage  to  straight¬ 
en  up  under  his  load. 

“Can’t  be  done,”  he  muttered. 

That  was  the  time  he  wanted  Harry. 

Looking  up  the  gorge  he  now  saw  him  running  back 
over  the  rocks. 

Old  King  Brady  remained  where  he  was  near  the  un¬ 
conscious  man. 

“What  happened?  Where  is  the  girl?”  he  shouted, 
when  Harry  drew  near  enough  to  hear  him. 

“Carried  off  by  a  wildman!”  yelled  Harry,  in  answer 
with  his  hand  against  his  mouth. 

“Heavens!”  thought  Old  King  Brady.  “What  if  it 
should  be  our  hermit?  Strange  coincidence  that  would 
be.”  \ 

“He  made  no  further  effort  to  communicate  with  Harrv 

•J 

until  he  came  up. 

“Where  did  they  go?”  he  then  demanded. 

“That  is  just  what  I  don’t  know,”  panted  Harry. 

The  girl  was  standing  just  about  where  I  am  now,  only 
her  feet  were  in  the  water.  All  of  a  sudden  I  saw  the 
strangest  looking  fellow  you  ever  laid  eyes  on  appear  on 
the  bank.  The  girl  gave  a  scream,  and  he  made  a  dart  for 
her.  He  caught  her  around  the  waist,  and  in  spite  of  her 
struggles  threw  her  over  on  his  back,  just  as  a  man  would 
throw  a  bag  of  meal,  and  off  he  went.” 

“You  fired?” 

“Yes;  in  the  air  and  at  his  legs.  I  didn’t  dare  to  try 
for  his  head,  for  fear  I  would  hit  the  girl.” 

“And  where  did  you  see  them  last?” 

“Going  around  that  bend  there.  You  see,  I  was  a  good 
way  off,  and  although  I  made  all  the  haste  I  could  I  wasn’t 
quick  enough.  When  I  got  around  they  were  gone.  I 
went  on  quite  a  distance,  and  looked  everywhere,  but  I 
could  not  find  hide  nor  hair  of  them.  I’m  sure  I  don’t 
know  where  they  went.” 

/ 


. 


THE  BRADYS  AND  “B  ADMAN  BILL.” 


G 


“It  may  have  been  our  Hangtown  hermit,  Harry.” 

"Just  what  I  was  thinking  myself,  by  gracious!  But  it 
can't  be  helped  now.  What  about  this  poor  chap?  Is  he 
dead?” 

“No.  We  may  save  him.  Help  me  carry  him  out  of 

this.” 

It  was  easy  enough  for  two. 

The  Bradys  laid  the  sufferer  down  upon  a  big  flat 
rock,  with  Harry’s  coat  under  his  head. 

Old  King  Brady  is  considerable  of  a  doctor  in  his  way. 

He  always  parries  with  him  certain  simple  remedies, 
and  he  now  administered  whisky  and  a  heart  stimulant. 

The  effect  was  immediate  and  gratifying. 

In 'a  few  minutes  they  had  the  satisfaction  of  seeing 
Wandell  open  his  eyes. 

His  first  inquiry  was  for  his  sister. 

We  pass  over  the  talk  which  followed. 

Wandell  was  terribly  affected  when  he  heard  what  had 
happened. 

It  seemed  tc  have  the  effect  of  bracing  him  up,  however. 

He  surprised  the  Bradys  by  getting  on  his  feet,  and 
when  the  old  detective  looked  him  over  he  was  able  to  an¬ 
nounce  that  beyond  bruises  he  was  not  seriously  hurt. 

“It’s  that  Badman  Bill!”  cried  Wandell.  “It  is  the 
hermit  sure.  The  way  you  describe  him  tallies  exactly 
with  what  Kit  Burns  told  me.” 

His  agony  over  his  sister’s  fate  was  dreadful. 

It  took  time  to  quiet  him,  but  in  the  end  he  showed 
himself  a  man,  and  grew  calm. 

i  i 

“What  are- we  to  do,  Mr.  Brady?”  he  demanded.  “Shall 
we  try  and  climb  up  on  the  other  side  and  hurry  on  to 
Hangtown  for  help?” 

“I  think  that  first  of  all  we  ought  to  make  another  at¬ 
tempt  to  find  the  trail  of  this  lunatic,”  replied  the  old  de¬ 
tective.  “If  there  is  such  a  thing  to  be  had  as  an  imme¬ 
diate  rescue  of  your  unfortunate  sister  that  is  what  we 
want.”  t 

“If  we  don’t  find  her  I  shall  blow  my  brains  out — 
that’s  all.” 

“Don’t  talk  rubbish.  Come  on,  if  you  are  able  to  walk.” 

“It  is  all  my  fault.  If  I  had  only  listened  to  your 
warning!” 

“Too  late  to  think  of  that  now,  young  man.  Come!” 

They  hurried  on  around  the  bend,  Harry  leading  the 
way. 

Old  King  Brady’s  eyes  were  everywhere. 

“They  crossed  here!”  he  suddenly  exclaimed. 

They  had  reached  a  point  where  a  series  of  stones  lay 
directly  across  the  stream. 

“It  could  be  done,”  said  Harry,  “but  how  do  you  tell?” 

“There  lies  Miss  Wandell’s  hat  in  the  water.  Don’t 
you  see  it  right  alongside  that  stone?” 

“By  jove,  yes!  I  must  have  been  blind  not  to  have  seen 
it  before.” 

“Did  you  get  as  for  as  this  last  trip?” 

“Not  quite.”  •  ; 


“Then  that  accounts  for  it.  The  hat  fell  from  her  head 
and  lodged  there  against  the  stone.” 

“That’s  what!  Come  on!”  cried  Wandell. 

He  crossed  the  river  so  rapidly  that  it  was  hard  to  be¬ 
lieve  that  but  a  few  moments  before  he  had  been  lying 
unconscious. 

The  Bradys  followed. 

Here  there  was  a  stretch  of  sand  instead  of  stones. 

The  imprints  of  a  man’s  feet  were  plainly  visible. 

“This  way!  We’ve  got  the  trail!”  cried  the  old  de¬ 
tective. 

He  hurried  on  ahead,  and  after  covering  a  hundred 
yards,  suddenly  paused. 

“Here  you  are!”  he  exclaimed. 

Here  there  was  an  opening  in  the  bank,  like  the  mouth 
of  a  cave. 

The  footprints  turned  toward  it  and  ended  there.” 

“He  went  in  there  sure!”  cried  Arthur,  making  a  dash 
for  the  opening. 

“Patience!  Take  it  easy!”  said  Old  King  Brady,  catch¬ 
ing  hold  of  the  excited  assayer  and  pulling  him  back. 

“Let  me  go!  I  will!”  cried  Arthur,  struggling. 

“Calm  yourself,  my  boy,”  said  the  old  detective.  “There 
is  nothing  to  be  gained  by  this  kind  of  business.  If  the 
hermit  is  in  there  and  shoots  you,  think  of  your  poor  sis¬ 
ter’s  feelings  when  we  come  to  rescue  her  later  on.” 

“But  what  shall  we  do?” 

“Give  him  the  call,  Harry,”  said  Old  King  Brady. 
“Then  flash  your  lantern  in.” 

Harry  shouted  and.  whistled. 

There  was  not  a  sound  heard  in  answer. 

“He  either  didn’t  go  there,  or  he’s  laying  for  us,  Gov¬ 
ernor,”  he  said. 

“Fire  a  shot,”  replied  Old  King  Brady.  “Stand  aside 
then,  and  see  if  he  will  attempt  to  return  it. 

Harry  discharged  his  revolver  into  the  mouth  of  the 
cave. 

The  detectives  had  no  rifles.  They  had  intended  buy¬ 
ing  them  at  Hangtown. 

But  even  the  shot  did  not  bring  the  mysterious  man  to 
the  surface. 

After  a  wait  of  a  few  minutes,  during  which  it  was  all 
Wandell  could  do  to  retain  his  patience,  Old  King  Brady 
produced  a  small  electric  dark-lantern  and  started  into  the 
cave. 

Harry  followed  close  behind  them. 

Wandell  tried  to  push  ahead,  but  Old  King  Brady  or¬ 
dered  him  to  keep  back. 

tkYou  want  to  pick  up  your  strength  first  of  all,  boy.” 
be  ^aid.  lake  it  easy!  Take  it  easy!  We  are  old  hands 
at  the  bellows.  Leave  us  to  deal  with  this  man.” 

I  hey  had  to  stoop,  the  roof  of  the  cave  was  60  low. 

In  a  moment  Old  King  Brady  came  to  an  ascent. 

Here  the  roof  was  higher,  and  thov  could  stand  up¬ 
right. 

The  cave  extended  on.  continually  ascending. 

Nowhere  had  its  width  been  more  than  thirtv  fert. 
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'*  ^  his  is  the  bed  of  an  old  stream/’  said  Old  Kang 
Brady,  pausing  and  mopping  his  forehead.  “No  doubt  it 
rans  right  through  to  the  floor  of  the  cair^on.  I  am  very 
much  afraid,  Mr.  V  andell,  that  we  are  not  going  to  find 
your  sister  here.” 

“We  must  find  her  somewhere  then.  I’ll  never  stop  if 
it  takes  me  to  the  North  Pole.” 

Wandell  seemed  little  inclined  to  talk,  and  no  won¬ 
der. 

He  had  been  terribly  shaken  up. 

Harry  noticed  that  he  was  limping  badly. 

“We  are  going  to  have  that  fellow  on  our  hands,  first 
tiling  we  know,”  he  thought. 

They  pushed  on  about  three  hundred  yards  further,  and 
came  to  a  point  where  they  could  see  daylight  ahead. 

“Just  as  I  supposed,”  said  Old  King  Brady.  “We  pass 
out  into  the  open  here.” 

They  scrambled  on  up  the  steep  ascent,  and  came  out 
on  the  side  of  a  steep  slope  in  the  midst  of  a  thick  growth 
of  trees. 

Here  the  dry  bed  of  a  stream  extended  still  furth  up. 

Clearly  it  was  this  stream  that  in  former  tiiges  had  cut 
its  way  through  the  cave. 

“This  is  going  to  be  a  slow  hunt,  I’m  afraid,”  said  Old 
King  Brady,  stopping  for  breath. 

“I  go  ahead  even  if  you  don’t,”  remarked  Wandell. 

“Here’s  something!”  cried  Harry. 

He  hurried  up  the  bed  of  the  stream,  and  stopped  before 
a  tree. 

Upon  the  trunk,  pinned  in  place  by  a  bunting  knife, 
was  a  paper. 

Harry  pulled  out  the  knife  and  read  from  the  paper  as 
follows : 

“Warning!  Advance  no  further.  To  search  for  me 
spells  death.  Be  wise  and  sheer  off.  This  is  the  advice 
of  the  Hermit  of  Hangtown!” 

“Come,  that’s  strong  advice!”  exclaimed  Old  King 
Brady.  “Somebody  seems  to  feel  a  whole  lot  of  considera¬ 
tion  for  us.  Let’s  see  that  paper,  Harry.” 

Wandell  looked  over  his  shoulder  as  be  examined  it. 

“What  do  you  think  of  that,  Mr.  Brady ,“  he  asked. 

“  That’s  very  fine  writing  for  a  Western  badman,  and  a 
lunatic  at  that,”  replied  Old  King  Brady.  “What  do  think 
of  it  vourself?” 

“I  don’t  believe  Bill  ever  wrote  it.” 

“Can  he  write  at  all?” 

“Don’t  ask  me.  I  have  often  heard  people  talk  about 
him.  He  was  the  toughest  kind  of  a  specimen.  May  I 
take  the  paper?” 

“Certainly.” 

Wandell  carefully  examined  the  writing. 

“Good  heavens,  I  see  it  all  now!”  he  cried.  “I  know 
who  wrote  this.” 

“Who?” 

“Gus  Fielding.” 

“And  who  may  Gus  Fielding  be?” 

“Mv  former  assistant  at  the  Kicking  Mule.  He  is  one 


of  the  worst  characters  in  Hangtown.  We  bounced  him 
long  ago,  and  since'then  he  has  lived  the  life  of  a  tough 
and  a  gambler.  It  is  terrible!  I  would  almost  rather 
Bella  had  been  captured  by  the  hermit  than  to  have  fallen 
into  his  hands.” 

“Dangerous  man,  eh?” 

“The  very  worst.  Worse  still,  he  has  known  Bella  all 
his  life.  Once  they  considered  themselves  engaged  to  be 
married,  but  through  me  it  was  broken  off.” 

“But  whatever  brought  him  to  the  front  in  this  busi¬ 
ness?” 

“I  can’t  imagine.  If  our  coming  had  been  known  it 
would  be  different.  Who  could  tell  that  the  bridge  was 
to  break  down  as  it  did?  It  must  have  been  accident.  It 
puzzles  me.” 

“Come  on!”  said  Old  King  Brady.  “We  will  push 
ahead  a  little  further,  at  all  events,  before  we  give  it  up.” 

“Don’t  yon  think  it  possible  that  this  man  Fielding  may 
be  one  of  a  party  who  are  hunting  the  Hermit  of  Hang- 
town  on  their  own  account?”  he  asked,  as  they  went  on  up 
the  bed  of  the  stream. 

“It  might  be  so,”  replied  Wandell.  “He  trains  with  a 
tough  bunch,  and  now  you  come  to  speak  of  it  I  haven’t 
seen  them  around  Hangtown  for  the  last  two  or  three 
days:” 

“Is  the  prospector  Kit  Bums  one  of  the  same  bunch?” 

“He  was  and  he  wasn’t.  He  nsed  to  play  poker  with 
them.  Kit  works  at  times,  though,  which  is  more  than 
they  ever  do.” 

They  followed  the  bed  of  the  stream  about  a  quarter  of 
a  mile  up  the  mountain  side. 

Now  suddenly  they  came  out  of  the  forest  upon  an  im¬ 
mense  stretch  of  granite  rock. 

It  extended  upward  as  far  as  the  eye  could  reach,  and 
right  and  left  it  was  the  same. 

The  ledge  sloped  toward  the  line  of  the  stream  from 
either  side. 

In  times  of  rain  all  the  water  caught  on  the  ledge  was 
thus  thrown  into  this  depression. 

Thus  it  wus  easy  to  see  that  a  raging  torrent  would  be 
formed  in  a  very  short  time,  which  while  it  continued  to 
run  would  be  capable  of  sweeping  everything  before  it. 

“All  trails  end  here,  Mr.  Wandell,”  said  Old  King 
Brady.  “Any  searching  for  your  sister  'which  is  to  follow 
must  he  done  on  a  regularly  organized  plan.  This  im¬ 
promptu  search  has  failed!” 


CHAPTER  IV. 

THE  BRADYS  TAKE  A  FRESH  START. 

It  took  all  Old  King  Brady’s  powers  of  persuasion  to 
make  Arthur  Wandell  consent  to  accompany  them  to 
Hangtown. 
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I  he  plan  was  to  engage  a  guide,  and  with  a  tent,  horses 
and  provisions  to  start  on  the  search  without  delay. 

thus  properly  equipped,  there  would  be  some  hope 
of  success,  whereas,  to  have  gone  on  as  they  were  going 
would  have  made  failure  sure. 

To  this  reasoning  Wandell  at  length  yielded. 

They  accordingly  returned  down  the  mountain,  and 
having  with  some  difficulty  located  the  Hangtown  trail, 
they  pushed  on  toward  that  town. 

It  was  the  wisest  possible  move, 
andell  s  strength  had  been  given  him  by  excitement 
alone,  and  it  soon  began  to  fail. 

Before  they  had  gone  ten  miles  he  gave  out  altogether, 
and  the  Bradys  would  have  found  themselves  in  serious 
trouble  if  an  empty  wagon  bound  for  Cokeville  had  not 
come  along. 

The  wagon  belonged  to  the  Kicking  Mule  mine,  and  the 
driver  knew  Wandell,  of  course. 

When  he  learned  that  the  bridge  was  dowrn  he  made  no 
objection  to  turning  back,  and  our  travelers  wTere  car¬ 
ried  into  Hangtown. 

Here  Wandell  was  made  comfortable  at  the  hotel,  and 
the  only  doctor  in  the  place  called  to  attend  him. 

The  discovery  of  two  broken  ribs  was  the  result.  By 
noon  the  poor  fellow  was  delirious  with  fever,  raving 
about  his  sister  and  her  danger. 

The  Bradys  congratulated  themselves  upon  getting  him 
off  their  hands  when  they  did. 

But  the  detectives  had  not  the  fainted  idea  of  relin¬ 
quishing  the  search  for  Bella. 

They  went  at  once  to  the  office  of  the  Wells  Fargo  Co., 
and  introduced  themselves  to  Mr.  Muldoon,  telling  him 
what  had  occurred. 

They  found  him  anything  but  a  satisfactory  person  to 
deal  writh. 

“°f  course,  gentlemen,  Ill  help  you  all  I  can,”  he  said. 
“I  have  my  ^rs  to  that  effect,  and  I  shall  do  my  best 
to  carry  them  out;  but  I  have  no  belief  that  you  will  be 
able?  to  accomplish  anything.  Badman  Bill  is  dead— 
that’s  sure.  Who  this  hermit  is  nobody  knows,  but  he  isn't 
Bill,  and  the  story  of  this  Kit  Burns  is  all  moonshine.” 

“All  you  say  may  be  true,  Mr.  Muldoon,”  replied  Old 
King  Brady,  “but  we  are  here  for  a  definite  purpose,  and 
we  mean  to  carry  it  out.” 

(i  “Sure!  I’m  not  hindering  you,”  retorted  the  agent. 

You  needn  t  go  back  to  Frisco  and  report  anything  of 
that  sort  after  you  have  failed.” 

Where  is  this  Burns?  Is  he  in  town  now?”  demanded 
Old  King  Brady. 

“No,  he  isn’t.  He  is  a  worthless  fellow,  here  to-day  and 
up  in  the  mountains  to-morrow.” 

Ho  you  know  Gus  Fielding?” 

^Sure.  What’s  he  got  to  do  with  the  business?” 

“I  am  told  that  he  knows  the  mountains.  I’d  like  to 
get  him  for  a  guide.” 

“He  don’t  know  any  more  about  them  than  I  do.  and 
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that’s  nothing  at  all.  But  if  you  want  him  I’ll  see  if  he 
can  be  found.”  * 

“We  want  horses  more  than  anything  else.” 

“There  isn’t  one  to  be  had  in  the  town.” 

“But  you  have  had  three  days  to  get  them  in  since  Mr. 
Montague  telephoned  you.  Why  didn’t  you  send  else¬ 
where?” 

“Kowhere  to  send.” 

“Can  you  get  us  a  tent?” 

“I  don’t  believe  so.  I  don’t  know  anybody  who  has  one 
for  sale.” 

“Good-day!”  said  Old  King  Brady,  abruptly,  and  he 
started  to  leave  the  express  office. 

“Here!  Hold  on!”  cried  Muldoon.  “Don’t  go  off  mad! 
I  want  to  help  you  every  way  I  can.” 

“We  are  here  to  work  and  not  to  listen  to  objections!” 
retorted  Old  King  Brady,  looking  over  his  shoulder. 
“What  you  can’t  do  we  must — that  is  all!” 

The  Bradys  started  down  the  main  street — the  only 
business  street  of  which  Hangtown  can  boast. 

“That  fellow  is  clearly  knocking  us,  Governor!”  Harrv 
remarked. 

That  is  what  he  is.  I  suspect  it  is  even  more  than 
that.” 

A  plot  to  break  us?” 

Exactly,  and  that  Muldoon  is  in  it.  Half  a  million  dol¬ 
lars  is  a  lot  of  money,  Harry.  The  story  of  this  fellow 
Burns  has  no  doubt  started  a  hunt  for  the  hermit,  which 
very  likely  Burns  himself  is  leading.  At  all  events,  I 

don’t  trust  our  agent,  and  we  want  to  know  just  what  he  is 
about.” 

“What’s  to  be  done?” 

“Go  on  up  the  road.  When  you  come  to  that  bit  of 
woods  slide  out  of  sight,  make  a  change  and  get  down 
quick  and  shadow  this  Muldoon.  Meanwhile  I’ll  look  for 
horses  and  such  other  things  as  we  want.” 

“Bight.  WThere  will  you  go?” 

“Directly  to  the  Kicking  Mule  mine.  For  the  sake  of 
Bella  Wandell,  or  rather  for  her  brother’s  sake,  I  have 
no  doubt  I  shall  be  able  to  get  all  I  want  there.” 

The  Bradys  separated  at  the  post-office. 

The  old  detective  went  inside  and  inquired  for  letters 
which  he  did  not  expect,  while  Harry  pushed  on  up  the 

Ihe  clothes  worn  by  the  Bradys  are  capable  of  all  sorts 
oi  queer  changes. 

Harry  climbed  the  hill  and  found  himself  in  the  wilder¬ 
ness  all  m  a  minute. 

Going  back  in  the  woods,  he  quickly  made  his  change. 
When  a  few  minutes  later  he  came  tramping  back  into 
Hangtown,  it  would  have  been  difficult  to  recognize  in 
him  the  well-dressed  detective. 

He  passed  the  express  office,  and  seeing  that  Mr.  Mul- 

ter°d  T  v  a\hlS  de?k’  he  crossed  the  street  and  en- 
tered  Bausch  s  saloon. 
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There  was  nobody  visible  inside  but  a  young  Gennan 
who  was  behind  the  bar. 

Harry  ordered  soda-water  and  cigars,  and  started  a  con¬ 
versation.  ' 

It  was  a  warm  day,  and  the  door  was  open. 

As  he  stood  there  he  could  look  right  into  the  express 
office  across  the  way. 

The  German  put  the  question  which  always  comes  in 
such  cases  before  they  had  been  talking  five  minutes. 

“You  vas  a  stranger  by  Hangtown?  lres?” 

“Yes;  I  just  came  in  this  morning,”  replied  Harry.  “I 
am  looking  for  a  job.” 

“Mining — huh?” 

“Any  old  thing.” 

“I  hear  dey  vant  men  up  by  de  Kicking  Mule.” 

“Good!  If  that’s  so  then  that’s  where  I  am  going.  Is  it 
far?” 

The  German  gave  the  direction,  and  then  Harry  in¬ 
geniously  worked  the  conversation  around  to  where  he 
wanted  it. 

He  had  seen  Old  King  Brady  on  the  street.  Did  the 
German  know  the  famous  detective?  He,  himself,  had 
seen  him  in  Frisco  several  times. 

The  German  didn’t  know  Old  King  Brady,  but  he  did 
know  that  he  was  in  town,  and  he  told  why. 

“Who  is  this  hermit?”  asked  Harry. 

“Oh,  he  vas  a  stage  ropper,”  replied  the  German.  “He 
steal  two  mi 11  ion  dollars  vort  of  gold  five  years  ago.  Dey 
tink  he  vas  dead,  but  now  dey  find  owit  dot  he  vas  alive 
und  vas  grazy.  He  lifs  by  de  mountains  mit  his  gold.” 

“So?  I  should  think  some  of  you  fellows  would  go 
after  him  instead  of  letting  these  detectives  scoop  in  such 
a  big  pot.  They’ll  swipe  it  themselves,  of  course.” 

The  German  looked  wise. 

“Mebbe  somepody  do  go,”  he  said. 

“Ah!  Some  party  has  gone  out,  then?” 

“I  said  mebbe.  I  dunno.” 

Harry  pressed  the  fellow  further,  but  could  get  no  defi¬ 
nite  information. 

While  they  were  thus  talking  he  saw  a  rough-looking 
fellow  go  into  the  express  office. 

He  conversed  a  few  minutes  with  Mr.  Muldoon,  and 
then  they  came  out  together. 

Muldoon  locked  up  the  place,  and  with  his  visitor  cross¬ 
ed  the  street  and  came  into  the  saloon. 

He  merely,  glanced  at  Young  King  Brady. 

It  was  evident  that  he  did  not  suspect. 

Calling  for  whisky,  he  treated  his  companion,  and  they 
were  soon  in  close  conversation  at  the  other  end  of  the 
bar. 

Harry,  changing  the  subject,  kept  on  talking  with  the 
German. 

But  lroung  King  Brady  had  been  trained  to  talk  and 
listen  at  the  same  time,  and  his  ears  are  the  sharpest  of 
the  sharp. 

Of  course,  he  was  only  able  to  catch  fragments  of  what 
was  being  said. 


Among  other  things  the  following  reached  his  ears : 

“This  girl  business  is  a  piece  of  folly.” 

“Chances  are  everything  will  be  spoiled  unless  we  can 
get  rid  of - ” 

The  names  he  did  not  catch. 

That  the  “Bradys”  completed  the  sentence  he  had  not 
a  doubt. 

.  “Something  must  be  done.” 

“You  were  a  fool  to  try  and  balk  them.” 

“Yes,  the  boys  are  on  to  them.” 

“No;  nothing  definite  has  been  discovered  yet.” 

These  were  the  most  important  remarks  heard. 

There  could  be  no  doubt  that  Muldoon  was  concerned 
with  a  gang  who  were  hunting  the  hermit  in  the  moun¬ 
tains. 

Soon  after  the  two  left  the  saloon,  and  the  last  thing 
Harry  heard  the  agent  say  was : 

“I’ll  look  them  up  and  let  ’em  have  the  horses.  I  rec¬ 
kon  you  are  right.  That’s  the  best  way.” 

Yroung  King  Brady  had  done  his  part. 

He  got  out  himself  with  as  little  delay  as  possible. 

Telling  the  German  that  he  intended  to  go  to  the  Kick¬ 
ing  Mule  mine  and  apply  for  a  job,  he  started  in  that  di¬ 
rection. 

He  had  not  yet  reached  the  mine,  which  was  situated 
three  miles  from  Hangtown,  when  he  saw  Old  King 
1  Brady  riding  toward  him,  accompanied  by  three  men,  one 
'  of  whom  led  a  spare  horse. 

Harry  jumped  to  the  middle  of  the  road,  and  threw  up 
his  hand,  making  a  secret  sign,  one  of  the  regular  code  of 
*  such  signs  which  the  Bradys  employ. 

This  was  simply  to  disclose  his  identity. 

In  a  few  moments  the  party  came  up  and  halted. 

“This  is  my  partner,  gentlemen,”  said  the  old  detec¬ 
tive,  adding: 

“Harry,  let  me  introduce  Jack  Nugent,  Tom  Welch, 
and  Bill  Taylor.  They  are  going  with  us  into  the  range. 
Get  into  the  saddle.  We  won’t  waste  a  moment.” 

Besides  their  riders,  the  horses  carried  a  store  of  pro¬ 
visions  and  a  couple  of  tents. 

Old  King  Brady  had  evidently  been  fairly  successful  in 
his  efforts. 

Etarry  sprang  into  the  saddle,  and  pulled  up  alongside 
of  his  chief. 

“You  got  what  you  wanted,  it  seems,”  he  remarked. 

“Yes.  Mr.  Baxter,  the  superintendent  of  the  Kick¬ 
ing  Mule,  didn’t  hesitate  an  instant  when  he  heard  about 
Wandell  and  his  sister.  He  let  me  have  these  men  and  the 
horses.  He  himself  will  follow  with  a  larger  party  to¬ 
morrow.  It  was  impossible  for  him  to  get  away  to-day.” 

“Do  these  men  know  the  range?” 

“Well,  they  don’t.  There  was  no  man  at  the  mine  who 
does,  so  Baxter  says.  These  mountains  seem  to  have  been 
very  imperfectly'1  explored.” 

“We  shall  have  to  do  our  own  exploring,  then?” 

“That’s  about  the  size  of  it.  How  did  you  make  out?”^ 

Harry  told  what  he  had  overheard. 
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Juat  as  I  supposed, ’’  said  Old  King  Brady.  “We  don’t 
uant  to  pay  the  least  attention  to  that  fellow  Muldoon. 
His  finish  is  in  sight.  I  shall  surely  report  his  case  to 
Mr.  Montague." 

As  they  neared  Ilangtown  the  party  put  spurs  to  their 
horses  and  went  dashing  past  the  express  office. 

Muldoon  came  running  out  as  they  passed. 

He  shouted  to  Old  King  Brady,  but  not  the  least  atten¬ 
tion  was  paid  to  him,  and  the  little  party  went  dashing 
out  of  town  on  the  Cokevi'lle  trail. 


t 

CHAPTEK  Y. 

I 

DYNAMITING  IN  THE  WOODS. 

The  Bradys  had  now  taken  a  fresh  start,  and  were  rap¬ 
idly  leaving  Hangtown  behind  them. 

It  might  have  been  worse,  but  then  it  might  have  been 
better. 

The  three  men  were  just  common,  everyday  miners, 
and  all  recent  comers  at  the  Kicking  Mule. 

Thus  the  detectives,  going  into  a  wilderness,  practically 
unexpiored,  would  be  obliged  to  find  their  way  as  best 
they  could. 

With  no  trail  to  guide  them  this  might  mean  days  of 
search,  only  to  meet  with  failure  in  the  end. 

Oid  King  Brady  had  picked  out  Tom  Welch  as  the  most 
intelligent  of  his  party,  and  he  resolved  to  make  him  the 
leader  of  the  trio  if  it  became  necessary  to  divide  up  at 
any  time. 

They  rode  on  to  the  broken  bridge,  and  after  a  brief 
halt  there  turned  aside  and  followed  the  rough  trail  up 
the  mountain  until  they  reached  the  big  ledge. 

“And  now,  boys,"  said  the  old  detective,  “this  is  as  far 
as  we  got  this  morning.  Night  will  soon  overtake  us,  and 
'we  want  to  look  sharp  for  a  place  to  camp.  I  propose  to 
strike  directly  across  this  ledge,  following,  the  basin.  We 
will  camp  at  the  timber  line  when  we  strike  it.  Nothing 
can  be  done  up  here  at  night." 

“I  don’t  see  no  timber  line  in  that  direction,  boss," 
said  Welch.  “I’m  afraid  it  is  going  to  carry  us  into  the 

night." 

“Which  can’t  be  helped.  If  the  run  proves  too  long  we 
will  camp  on  the  ledge.  Meanwhile,  let  it  be  full  speed." 

They  put  spurs  to  their  horses,  and  went  up  over  the 
rock. 

It  was  slippery  work. 

Again  and  again  the  horses  stumbled. 

They  soon  had  to  slacken  speed. 

Darkness  began  to  settle  down  upon  them,  but  they 
had  now  caught  sight  of  the  timber  line.  ' 

Jt  was  night  when  they  reached  it. 

'  Here,  as  in  many  other  parts  of  Washington,  the  red- 
ood  trees  were  immense. 


There  was  no  underbrush.  They  could  look  into  the 
gloomy  grove  as  far  as  the  fading  light  would  permit. 

“This  ends  our  day’s  run,"  said  Old  King  Brady.  “Make 
camp,  boys,  and  make  yourselves  as  comfortable  as  pos¬ 
sible.  The  chances  are  there  will  be  nothing  more  doing 
to-night." 

The  horses  were  hobbled,  and  the  two  tents  set  up  di¬ 
rectly  on  the  ledge. 

Welch  started  in  to  cook  supper,  and  produced  a  better 
meal  than  Old  King  Brady  had  dared  to  hope  for. 

Everything  necessary  had  been  provided  by  Superin¬ 
tendent  Baxter,  even  to  rifles. 

The  Bradys  were  now  as  well  equipped  as  if  Mr.  Mon¬ 
tague’s  orders  had  been  carried  out. 

After  supper,  while  indulging  in  a  smoke,  the  detectives 
walked  a  short  distance  into  the  woods,  discussing  the  cage 
as  they  strolled  on. 

It  was  then  that  Harry  suddenly  discovered  a  light  at 
some  distance  ahead  of  them,  shining  faintly  among  the 
trees. 

“You  see  that?’’  he  cried,  calling  his  partner’s  atten¬ 
tion  to  it. 

“Neighbors,  eh?”  exclaimed  Old  King  Brady.  “Well, 
well!  This  must  be  looked  into." 

Lou  were  a  little  too  previous  in  saying  that  there 
would  be  nothing  further  doing  to-night,  don’t  you 
think?" 


Perhaps.  Perhaps.  It’s  not  necessary  to  disturb  our 
men,  however.  T  ou  and  I  are  good  to  find  out  the  mean¬ 
ing  of  that  light." 

Harry  started  ahead. 

“We’ll  keep  together,"  said  Old  King  Bradv.  “Slow 
down  a  bit.  I  can’t  walk  so  fast." 


They  pushed  on  among  the  trees,  covering  a  greater  dis¬ 
tance  than  they  had  anticipated  would  he  necessary. 

It  seemed  as  if  they  never  would  come  to  the  light. 

Shall  we  ever  find  our  way  hack?"  suggested  Harry. 

“We  surely  can.  I’ve  got  my  compass,  and  I  took  our 
bearings  while  you  were  busting  ahead,"  was  the  reply. 
“Take  it  easy.  We  shall  soon  he  there  now." 

Before  they  had  gone  many  yards  further  they  were 
able  to  make  out  a  hut  built  in  between  two  hmre  trees. 

It  was  the  rudest  kind  of  a  structure. 

In  one  of  the  two  windows  the  light  burned. 

The  door  was  closed,  and  nothing  was  to  be  seen  of  barn 
or  other  outbuildings. 


Yan  it,  be  the  hermit’s  hold-out?"  questioned  Harry 

‘  We  know  nothing,  and  consequently  want  to  o-0  verv 

slow,”  was  the  reply.  “You  know  our  tactics  in' such  a 
case  well  enough." 


u 


'Hold  on!”  breathed  Harry,  suddenly  seizins:  his  par 

ner  s  arm  and  pulling  him  behind  one  of  the  hi-  tn 
trunks. 

1  he  door  of  the  hut  had  opened,  and  two  men  came  ou 
It  was  not  easy  to  distinguish  what  sort  of  person*  tin 
were  in  the  uncertain  light 

O  v  • 


THE  BRADYS  AND  “B ADMAN  BILL.” 


11 


Both  went  around  to  the  side  of  the  hut,  where  one 
dropped  on  the  ground. 

He  crawled  in  underneath  the  hut,  which  was  rais'ed 
•about  two  feet  to  give  air  space. 

The  other  squatted  down  and  passed  something  to  him. 

“What  in  the  world  are  those  fellows  about?”  breathed 
Young  King  Brady. 

“Unless  they  are  trying  to  blow  up  the  hut  you  have 
got  me,”  the  old  detective  replied.  “Fll  be  blest  if  1 

know./M 

v 

“Confound  them!  I  believe  that  is  just  what  they  are 
trying  to  do.” 

“Don't  raise  your  voice  too  high,  Harry.  We  had  better 
not  talk,  in  fact.” 

The  man  outside  now  straightened  up. 

After  a  minute’s  delay  the  one  under  the  hut  was  seen 
to  strike  a  match. 

“That’s  their  game!”  whispered  Old  King  Brady.  “I 
guess  we  had  better  jump  on  them;  but  wait  a  second. 
They  may  take  themselves  off.” 

And  this  was  just  what  happened. 

Instantly  the  man  crawled  out  and  both  hurried  off 
among  the  trees. 

“Now!”  breathed  Old  King  Brady. 

They  crept  forward,  gaining  the  hut  in  a  minute. 

The  two  men  had  vanished  in  the  darkness. 

Beneath  the  hut  was  a  sputtering  fuse  getting  in  its  fine 
work. 

“Shall  I  try  to  put  it  out?”  demanded  Harry. 

“No,  no!  We  will  take  our  chances,”  replied  the  old 
detective.  “There  isn’t  a  second  to  waste!” 

He  flung  open  the  door  of  the  hut. 

Inside,  lying  asleep  in  the  lower  of  three  bunks  built 
against  the  wall,  was  a  young  man,  undressed. 

His  clothes  were  flung  over  a  chair,  and  beside  the  bunk 
upon  a  stool  was  an  opium  layout,  which  told  the  story. 

“Go  for  him,  Harry!”  cried  Old  King  Brady. 

They  rushed  in. 

The  old  detective  seized  the  fellow’s  clothes,  and  flung 
them  out  of  doors. 

Meanwhile  Harry  got  the  sleeper  by  the  shoulders  and 
dragged  him  out. 

Old  King  Brady  stooped,  caught  him  by  the  legs,  and 
out  into  the  open  they  went. 

The  young  man  did  not  rouse  up. 

“Run!  Run!”  cried  the  old  detective. 

They  ran  him  back  among  the  trees,  and  at  a  safe  dis¬ 
tance  dropped  him  on  the  ground. 

Even  the  “dull  thud”  with  which  he  dropped  failed  to 
arouse  him,  but  what  followed  did.  1 

Instantly  there  was  a  loud  explosion,  following  a  flash 
of  light. 

The  hut  went  up  in  the  air,  and  fell  in  fragments. 

“Hey,  say!  What’s  the  row,  Gus?”  cried  the  dope 
fiend,  sitting  up. 

And  he  wa-  a  very  much  surprise  dope  fiend  when  he 


found  himself  sitting  there  with  nothing  on  but  his  un¬ 
dershirt,  and  two  strangers  looking  down  upon  him. 

“You  have  been  hitting  the  pipe,  young  man,”  said  Old 
King  Brady,  shaking  his  finger  at  him,  “you  know  you 
have!” 

The  young  man  scrambled  to  his  feet. 

He  looked  toward  the  vanished  hut;  he  looked  at  the 
Bradys.  .  .  .  : ,  .  , 

“Is  this  a  pipe  dream  or  what?”  he  gasped.  H 

“No  pipe  dream,”  replied  the  old  detective.  “Whoever 
you  are,  two  fellows  have  been  trying  to  blow  you  into 
the  next  world,  and  they  wrould  have  done  it,  too,  if  we 
hadn’t  happened  to  come  along  just  in  time  to  carry  you 
out.” 

“The  hut — blown  up?  Gee!” 

“You  see.”  *■•  Jj 

“And — and  wdio  are  vou?” 

%/ 

“Show  your  hand  first,  young  fellow.” 

“Well,  I’m  Kit  Burns,  I  reckon!  Everybody  around 
Iiangtown  knows  me;  but  you  two  don’t  belong  there.’’ 

“We  don’t.  Who  were  the  two  with  yota.  when  yen  wetY 
to  sleep?” 

“Hold  on!  I  don’t  know  as  I’m  ready  to  tell  just  yet.  I 
know  you  now.  You  are  the  Brady  detectives!” 

“Right,  Mr.  Burns!  Suppose  we  had  left  you  in  that 
hut  ?” 

“  Say,  old  man,  I  don’t  know  whether  you  are  giving  it 
to  me  straight  or  not.  You  may  have  blown  up  my  house 
for  all  I  know.” 

“Don’t  be  foolish.  We  were  walking  this  way,  and  we 
sawr  two  men  come  out.  One  was  tall  and  slim,  and  the 
other  shorter.  The  short  one  crawled  under  the  hut,  and 
the  other  passed  something  down  to  him.  He  struck  a 
match,  lit  a  fuse,  crawled  out,  and  then  both  ran  away.” 

“Well,  they  had  the  goods  to  do  the  job  with,  all  right, 
blame  them!  I  guess  you  are  telling  the  truth.” 

“You  can  bank  on  it.” 

“Never  mind!  I’ll  get  square.  Blame  it  all,  I  wish  you 
had  saved  my  clothes!  I  can’t  go  after  them  in  my  shirt 
tail,  that’s  one  thing  sure.” 

“I  made  an  attempt  to  save  your  clothes,  at  the  risk  of 
my  own  life.  I  threw  them  out.  Perhaps  they  are  where 
they  dropped  now.” 

They  went  back  to  the  ruins. 

There  was  scarcely  a  vestige  left  of  the  hut,  but  the 
clothes  were  undisturbed. 

Kit  Bums  seized  his  shirt  with  a  sigh  of  relief,  and 
lost  no  time  in  getting  into  it. 

He  did  not  speak  another  word  until  he  had  finished 
dressing. 

That  he  was  still  half  dazed  with  opium  was  easy  to  see. 

“You  are  out  hunting  for  the  Hermit  of  Hangtown,”  he 
said,  after  he  had  secured  the  last  button  and  clapped  on 
his  hat. 

“That’s  it,”  replied  Old  King  Brady.  “What  about 
that?” 
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u Blamed  if  1  know.  You  are  working  for  the  Wells 
Fargo  people?” 

“lres.” 

“Will  they — will  they  pay  some  kind  of  reward  or  some¬ 
thing  in  case  you  succeed?” 

“I  daresay  they  will.  Are  you  thinking  of  coming  over 
on  our  side,  Kit?” 

“Blamed  if  I  don’t  think  I  better.  I  have  got  to  get 
square  with  the  gang  somehow.” 

“Meaning  Gus  Fielding’s  gang,  Muldoon’s  gang,  and  all 
the  rest.” 

“You  re  a  slick  card.” 

“Well?” 

“To  catch  on  to  names  so  quick,  I  mean.” 

“That's  our  business.  Was  Gus  Fielding  one  of  the  two 
who  tried  to  blow  you  up?” 

“He  was!” 

“The  tall  or  the  short  one?” 

“He  was  the  tall  one.” 

“What  about  Arthur  Wandell’s  sister?” 

“Say,  that's  what  we  quarreled  over.  I  say  it’s  a  blame 
shame  that  he  should  have  tried  to  kill  that  girl,  and 
that’s  what  he  did.” 

“She  still  lives?” 

“Y^es.” 

“Did  he  saw  the  supports  of  the  bridge?” 

“Yes.  He  meant  to  do  you  and  Arthur.  He  didn't 
know  the  gal  was  to  be  along,  at  least  so  he  said,  but  I 
wouldn’t  believe  him  under  oath.  Is  Arthur  dead?” 

“He  has  two  ribs  broken,  and  is  delirious  with  fever.” 

“It’s  a  shame.  He’s  a  good  man.  I  hain’t  got  nothing 
igainst  him.” 

“Did  Gus  Fielding  dress  up  to  look  like  the  hermit?” 

“kes,  he  did.  He  was  laying  for  you  fellers,  but  you 
cot  out  of  the  wagon.  He  might  have  given  "warning  when 
he  seen  the  gal  was  in  the  wagon;  that’s  what  I  said  to 
his  face,  and  he  was  afraid  I’d  go  back  on  him.  That’s 
why- he  tried  to  blow  me  up,  I  suppose.” 

“And  where’s  the  girl  now?” 

“Don't  know.” 

“Well,  are  you  coming  over  on  our  side?” 

“YTes,  I  guess  so,”  replied  Burns. 

All  light.  Follow  us,  then,  if  you  have  nothing  to  get 
iere.” 

“Everything  is  gone.  I  haven’t  a  blame  thing  left.” 

“Come,  then,”  said  Old  King  Brady,  and  he  started 
jack  toward  the  camp. 


That  he  should  thus  find  himself  under  obligations  to 
them  was  better  still. 

“Are  you  a  regular  opium  smoker,  Burns?”  asked  Old 
King  Brady,  as  they  wralked  along. 

“You  bet  I’m  not!”  was  the  reply.  “That  layout  you 
saw  in  the  hut  belonged  to  Gus  Fielding.  This  is  the  fir&t 
time  I  ever  hit  the  pipe  in  my  life.” 

“I’m  glad  to  hear  that.” 

“And  why?” 

“Because  you  seem  to  be  a  fine  healthy  young  fellow. 
It  would  be  a  shame  to  wreck  your  life  by  becoming  ad¬ 
dicted  to  that  horrible  drug.” 

“Boss,  I’ll  tell  you  something;  what’s  more,  I’ll  swear 
it,  and  I  always  keep  my  word.  Never  again  for  mine. 
Gus  Fielding  persuaded  me.  Now  I  know  why.” 

“And  so  do  I.” 

“Well?” 

“You  had  told  him  all  you  knew  about  the  hermit;  he 
had  no  further  use  for  you,  and  meant  to  put  you  out  of 
the  wTay.” 

“YTou- haven’t  quite  hit  it.  I  refused  to  tell  them,  but 
after  I  hit  the  pipe  I  did  tell  them.” 

“It  amounts  to  the  same  thing.” 

“I  reckon  it  does.” 

“How  many  in  this  gang.  Kit?” 

“Only  the  three,” 

“Muldoon,  Gus  Fielding,  and  his  partner,  you  mean?” 
“Yes.  And  me.  I  supposed  I  was  number  one.  I  see 
now  they  meant  to  make  me  number  nought.” 

“Exactly.  What’s  the  other  fellow’s  name?” 

“Joe  Dillard.” 

“Belongs  in  Hangtown?” 

“Yres.”  f 

Harry  thought  of  the  man  who  had  talked  with  Muldoon 
in  the  saloon,  and  wondered  where  he  came  in,  but  he 
concluded  not  to  interfere. 

Harry  was  worrying  about  another  matter. 

They  had  now  gone  a  considerable  distance,  and  vet 
they  had  not  come  to  the  camp. 

He  was  just  about,  to  speak  of  that  when  Old  King 
Brady  pulled  out  his  lantern  and  consulted  the  compass. 
Upon  my  word,  Harry,  I  believe  we  are  going  wrcnu!” 
“Where  are  you  heading  for?  I  have  been  wondering?” 
asked  Kit. 

I  or  the  ledge  where  we  left  our  companions.” 

“Hello!  There  are  others  with  you,  then’” 

“Yes.” 

“Who  are  they?” 


CHAPTER  VI. 

TIIE  BILADYS  SEE  THE  HEKMIT. 

1  y. 

It  ig  hardly  necessary  to  say  that  the  Bradys  were  very 
;lad  to  have  fallen  in  with  Kit  Burns. 


iiiiutib  iiuni  me  ivicKin: 
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I  om  V  elch,  and  Bill  Taylor  are  their  names.” 

“Dont  know  them.  They  must  be  newcomers.” 

“I  suspect  they  are.  One  of  them  told  me  they  wer 
from  Montana.” 

“Exactly.  Likely  they  are  part  of  a  bunch  who  came  b 
town  a  couple  of  weeks  ago;  but  you  are  going  wroiur  i 
you  want  to  make  the  ledge.” 

I  begin  to  suspect  it.  ]  was  beading  southwest." 


((' 
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“  1  u  edge  is  due  west.” 

rThev  onanged  iheir  course,  and  hurried  on. 

Li:  Burns  now  dropped  into  silence. 

L*rrv  thought  he  did  not  seem  to  relish  the  idea  of 
inhering  the  miners. 

A:  last  they  saw  the  moon  shining  ahead  of  them,  and 
they  suddenly  came  out  on  the  ledge. 

"  But  there  was  no  sign  of  the  camp  here. 

“Let's  see,  which  way  do  we  want  to  go  to  overcome  my 
blunder?”  said  Old  King  Brady. 

Kit  pointed  out  the  direction,  and  they  pressed  for¬ 
ward. 

“Ihere  are  the  tents!”  exclaimed  Harry,  after  a  few 
moments. 

“I  see  only  one,”  said  Old  King  Brady,  “and  I  don’t  see 
vhe  horses.  What  can  this  mean?” 

They  ,  were  soon  to  know. 

Reaching  the  tent  they  found  that  men  and  horses  had 
both  vanished. 

In  the  tent  were  the  Bradys’  blankets  and  a  few  provi¬ 
sions. 

“They  have  gone  back  on  us!  They  have  deserted!” 
Harry  exclaimed. 

“You  might  have  known  it,”  said  Kit.  “You  can’t  de¬ 
pend  upon  such  a  bunch.” 

Pinned  to  one  of  the  blankets  was  a  scrap  of  paper, 
across  which  were  scrawled  the  following  words : 

“Boss:  We  have  gone  prospecting  on  our  own  account. 
We  would  have  left  you  the  two  horses,  only  we  didn’t 
c-are  to  get  chased,  and  had  to  put  you  back  somehow,  j 
Anyhow,  we  have  left  you  the  tent,  so  you  can  be  comfort-  j 
able.  Hope  you  wfin  out,  but  we  hain't  wasting  our  time  j 
on  no  hermit-hunting.  We  are  out  for  gold,  and  this  , 
chance  was  too  good  to  be  overlooked.” 

“The  rascals!”  cried  Old  King  Brady.  “Now  you  see, 
Burns,  what  we  have  sacrificed  by  stopping  to  help  you.”  j 
“Well,  for  my  part,  I’m  glad  they  have  gone,”  replied 
*Kit.  “We  can  attend  to  this  business,  boss.  I’m  going  to 
tell  you  something  now.” 

“Before  you  tell  it  let  us  definitely  understand  each 
other,”  said  Old  King  Brady.  “Are  you  with  us  through  . 
thick  and  thin?” 

“I  am;  I  swear  it.  I’m  a  square  man,  Mr.  Brady. 

'  What  I  promise  I  carry  out.” 

“Good!  Now  let  ns  hear  what  you  have  to  say.” 
“Well,  it’s  like  this.  I  didn’t  give  it  to  Gus  Fielding 
straight.  I  never  told  no  one  where  I  seen  the  hermit,  but 
]  am  going  to  take  you  there  to-morrow.” 

“Good!” 

"  “Yes.  I  suspected  them  fellers  from  the  first.” 

•‘You  are  a  shrewd  one,  all  right.” 

“Have  to  be.  Now,  I’ll  tell  you  about  the  hermit.” 
“One  moment.  Do  you  believe  he  is  this  Badman  Bill?” 
“j  do.  The  robbery  happened  before  my  time  in  Jlang- 
1  o w r ■ ,  b  it  Muldoon  bar  a  picture  of  Bill  what  was  taken  , 


some  time  before  he  robbed  the  stage.  The  face  tallies  in 
a  way  with  the  man  I  seen.” 

“Go  on.” 

“Well,  it’s  this  way.  I  was  up  by  the  big  lake — it 
hain't  got  no  name  that  ever  I  heard  of.  It’s  down  at 
the  bottom  of  a  sink  a  thousand  feet  deep,  and  there 
hain’t  no  way  of  getting  down  there.  That's  the  time 
I  first  seen  the  hermit.” 

“I  see.  Go  on.” 

“He  came  out  of  the  woods  and  was  on  to  me  sudden¬ 
like.  He  was  bareheaded,  and  the  few  clothes  he  had 
on  were  all  rags.  He  was  a  big,  powerful  fellow,  and  I 
tell  you  I  was  scared.” 

“As  well  you  might  be.  What  did  you  do?” 

“Well,  I  put  up  my  rifle  and  was  going  to  fire  when 
he  thre\v  up  his  hands. 

“  ‘Don't  shoot!’  he  says.  ‘Ymu  see  I’m  unarmed.  I 
don't  want  to  hurt  you,  and  don’t  you  hurt  me.’  ” 

“And  your  answTer?” 

“Oh,  I  told  him  I  didn’t  want  to  hurt  him.  I  savs* 
‘who  are  you,  anyhow?’ 

“  ‘I  am  the  hermit  of  Hangtown,’  he  says,  ‘but  I’m  tired 
of  being  a  hermit.  I  want  some  nice  young  fellow  to  keep 
me  company,  and  I  think  you’ll  fill  the  bill.  Will  you. 
come  along  to  my  holdout  and  live  with  me  ?’  ” 

“Rather  a  startling  proposal.” 

“Well,  I  should  say  so.  ‘What  should  I  do  that  for?’ 
I  says.  T  don’t  know  you  from  a  crow.  I’m  only  a  pros¬ 
pector  knocking  about  among  these  mountains.  I’d  sooner 
go  it  alone.’  ” 

“And  howT  did  he  take  that?” 

“Well,  sir,  he  pulled  out  a  handful  of  nuggets  from 
each  pocket  and  showed  ’em  to  me.  No,  it  was  nuggets 
in  one  hand  and  dust  in  the  other,  come  to  think.  ‘I’ll 
give  you  all  this  and  a  lot  more  of  the  same  kind  if  you 
will  come  and  live  with  me,  boy,’  he  says.  ‘I’ve  got  mil¬ 
lions  in  this  sort  of  stuff  where  I  live,’  he  savs.  ‘Come 
on.  You  won't  regret  it.  It's  far  and  away  better  than 
any  mine  you’ll  ever  strike.’  ” 

“I  don't  suppose  you  were  tempted.” 

<  “Tempted!  Man,  I  was  scared  to  death,  he  looked  so 
wild.  ‘You’ll  have  to  excuse  me,’  I  says.  ‘I’m  in  a  hurry. 
I  couldn't  think  of  taking  up  with  your  offer  nohow.’  ” 

“And  what  did  he  do  then?” 

“Do!  Why,  he  just  let  one  yell  and  made  a  rush  for 
me.  You  better  believe  I  ran  for  my  life.  I  thought  he 
was  right  behind  me  ail  the  time,  but  when  at  last  I  was 
winded  and  stopped  to  look  around  he  wasn't  nowhere  to 
be  seen.  That  was  the  first  time  I  seen  him.  I  didn't 
say  nothing  about  it  then,  for  I  never  guessed  who  he 
was  till  one  night  I  was  in  the  express  office  and  heard 
Muldoon  and  some  others  talking  about  this  Badman  Bill 
and  the  stage  robbery.  Then,  like  a  blame  fool,  I  blurted 
it  all  out.” 

“And  that  was  the  first  time.  How  about  the  second?” 

“Well,  that  was  about  three  weeks  ago.  I  was  up  near 
the  same  place  trying  to  blast  out  a  few  bits  of  ore  frem 
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a  vein  1  had  discovered.  lie  came  upon  me  sudden-like, 
and  before  I  knowed  it,  there  he  was,  and  this  time  he 
had  a  rifle. 

X  ou  blame  fool,  you  wouldn’t  do  what  I  asked  you, 
and  now  you  shall  die!'  he  hollered,  and  before  I  knowed 
it  he  fired.  Well,  he  missed  his  aim,  and  I  dusted.  That 
was  all  there  was  to  that.” 

“Didn’t  he  fire  again?” 

“No,  he  didn’t,  and  that  was  the  strange  part  of  it. 
I  dodged  in  behind  a  tree  where  I  had  left  my  own  rifle. 
I’d  ha  ve  plugged  him  then,  but  when  I  looked  out  1  could¬ 
n’t  see  nothing  of  him.  I  haven’t  the  least  idea  where  he 
went  to,  and  that  was  the  strange  part  of  it.  Sometimes 
1  think  he  hain’t  a  human  being  nohow,  and  that’s  a  fact.” 

And  such  was  Kit  Burns’  interesting  narration. 

Old  King  Brady  questioned  him  further,  and  more  par¬ 
ticularly  about  Bella. 

Kit  assured  the  old  detective  that  he  had  not  the  least 
idea  where  Fielding  and  his  companion  had  hidden  the 
girl. 

All  he  knew  was  that  Fielding  boasted  of  having  cap¬ 
tured  her. 


was  easy  to  see  that  they  were  looking  down  into  i]L 
crater  of  some  extinct  volcano.  m 

“There!”  cried  Kit  Burns,  throwing  down  his  p«'ki 
“It  was  right  here  by  this  redwood  tree  that  I  was  stand¬ 
ing  when  I  first  see  the  hermit.  He  seemed  to  c$me 
right  up  out  of  the  hole — blame  me  if  he  didn’t.  Itjwas 
right  over  there  where  he  stood.” 

Old  King  Brady  walked  to  the  place  and  looked  down. 

There  was  a  narrow  ledge  about  five  feet  below. 

It  was  quite  broad  enough  for  a  man  to  stand  upon,  but 
below  it  there  was  a  perpendicular  descent  to  the  lake. 

It  was  while  he  was  thus  studying  the  situation  that  a 
shout  from  Harry  attracted  his  attention. 

“Look!  Look!”  yelled  Kit,  pointing  to  a  place  where 
the  rocks  projected  well  out  into  the  crater  about  five  hun¬ 
dred  yards  away. 

At  the  very  end  of  this  ledge  stood  a  man. 

He  was  bare-headed,  wore  long  boots,  shirt  and  trousers. 

He  seemed  to  be  staring  at  the  Bradys  and  their  com¬ 
panion. 

All  at  once  he  threw  up  his  hands,  and,  uttering  a  wild 
yell,  jumped  from  the  rocks  and  vanished  like  a  flash. 


Burns,  it  seemed,  had  taken  possession  of  the  hut,  which 
had  been  built  by  some  prospector,  and  the  two  men  came 
to  him  there  the  night  before,  and  again  on  this  night. 

This  substantially  was  all  he  had  to  tell. 

It  was  after  midnight  when  the  conversation  ended. 

Burns  and  Harry  then  turned  in  and  slept,  but  Old 
King  Brady  watched  until  morning. 

1  here  was  no  alarm,  and  at  sunrise  all  were  stirring,  and 
breakfast  was  cooked. 

As  the  thieves  had  carried  off  the  Bradys’  rifles,  and  Kit 
had  lost  his  by  the  explosion  of  the  hut,  the  party  were 
ill  prepared  for  the  work  before  them. 

But  in  spite  of  this  Old  King  Brady  wa3  resolved  to 
proceed. 

Kit  had  promised  to  take  them  up  to  the  nameless  lake, 
and  the  Bradys  had  resolved  to  go  there. 

In  spite  of  his  assertion  that  he  had  not  told  Fielding 
the  point  where  he  had  seen  the  hermit,  Old  King  Brady 
was  inclined  to  believe  that  he  had  actually  done  so,  and 
that  he  was  just  as  likely  to  run  into  the  pair  there  as  any¬ 
where  else. 

So.  after  breakfast  the  few  things  which  the  thieves  had 
left  them  were  gathered  up,  and  the  march  up  the  moun¬ 
tain  was  begun. 

It  was  a  hard  and  toilsome  climb. 

Most  of  the  way  it  was  through  a  forest  of  immense 
trees. 

Passing  out  of  this  they  came  upon  barren  ledges  over 
which  they  toiled  for  an  hour. 

At  last  they  came  out  upon  the  edge  of  the  great  sink, 
and  looking  down  saw  the  nameless  lake  far  below  them. 

It  was  a  beautiful  sheet  of  water  of  several  square  miles 
in  extent. 

<>n  nil  sides  it  was  surrounded  by  towering  cliffs,  and  it 
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‘By  thunder,  that’s  no  man!”  cried  Kit  Burns'.  “I  said 
so  first  off;  but  them  fellers  talked  me  out  of  it.  I  know 
it  now.” 

Old  King  Brady  said  nothing  in  reply. 

He  knew  the  prospector’s  kind  well,  and  did  not  need  to 
be  told  how  useless  it  was  to  argue  with  Kit. 

And  certainly  there  was  something  uncanny  in  the  way 
the  hermit  had  vanished. 

It  was  a  matter  to  be  investigated,  at  all  events. 

“There’s  one  good  thing  in  not  having  the  horses,”  re¬ 
marked  Harry.  “We  are  not  tied  down  as  we  otherwise  ' 
would  be.  Let  s  get  right  over  there.  Governor,  and  see 
what  we  can  find.” 

“It’s  a  longer  walk  than  it  looks,”  said  Kit.  “There’s  a 

big  bieak  between  here  and  there.  It  is  nearly  a  mile 
around.” 

“We  will  go  at  all  events,”  replied  Old  King  Brady.  “I 
am  anxious  to  cultivate  the  acquaintance  of  this  remark¬ 
able  gentleman,  who  seems  to  be  provided  with  wines.  “ 

“Wouldn’t  you  think  so?”  cried  Kit.  “Well.  I  dunno. 

I  hain’t  got  no  education  to  amount  to  nothing.  Perhaps 
}ou  fellers  can  explain  how  a  man  can  jump  out  like 
that  and  not  get  killed/but  Ill  be  blamed  if  I  can.” 

“Explanations  come  later,”  replied  the  old  detective. 

ITow  near  is  that  point  to  the  last  place  you  saw  the  her* 
mit?”  *  ^ 

“It’s  the  very  spot.” 

"Good!  Then  he  can't  do  the  vanishimr  act  everr- 
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|  vhere.  it  seems.  What  do  you  think  of  the  chances  of 
t  1  us  Fielding  and  Joe  Dillard  coming  up  here?” 
“Wouldn't  be  surprised  to  see  ’em  any  time.” 

“Ha!  1  thought  as  much.  Now,  be  honest,  lvit.  Pid- 
n  you  tell  them  where  you  saw  the  hermit?” 

“Well,  I  told  ’em  it  was  up  around  here,” 

“Of  course  you  did.  And  the  reason  you  didn't  name 
I  tlie  actual  spot  was  because  you  couldn’t  have  made  them 
understand  it  if  you  had  tried.  Isn’t  that  so?” 

I  “Well,  I  s’pose  it  is.” 

“Exactly.  Now  we  understand  each  other.  Well,  you 
|  have  made  good  with  ns,  at  all  events.  Now  let  us  get; 
around  there  and  see  what  we  can  discover.” 

The  “break”  referred  to  by  Kit  Burns  proved  to  be  a 
deep  rift  in  the  rock,  about  twenty  feet  in  width. 

This  seemed  to  be  the  outcome  of  some  ancient  earth¬ 
quake. 

It  extended  back  a  long  distance,  and  reached  down  to 
the  level  of  the  lake. 

Peering  down,  Old  King  Brady  saw  that  there  was  a 
stream  leaving  the  lake  flowing  into  this  rift. 

What  finally  became  of  it  he  was  unable  to  determine, 
but.  he  felt  little  doubt  that  like  many  of  these  western 
streams  it  lost  itself  underground. 

They  passed  around  the  head  of  the  break,  coming  at 
last  out  upon  the  point  of  rocks  where  the  hermit  had 
disappeared. 

And  here  they  certainly  had  to  face  a  puzzler. 

Tor  a  hundred  feet  down  on  either  side  there  was  a 
sheer  descent. 

.  But  on  the  side  where)  the  hermit  had  vanished  below 
the  perpendicular  precipice  which  extended  for  this  disr 
tanc-e  the  ledge  was  much  broken,  and  ran  on  a  long  slope 
down  to  the  level  of  the  lake. 

That  it  would  he  entirely  possible  for  an  active  man  to 
master  this  descent  once  he  could  get  down  to  it;  was  easy 
to  be  seen. 

“Has  anyone  ever  been  down  to  that  lake,  Kit?”  Old 
King  Brady  asked. 

“Well,”  replied  Kit,  “I  never  got  down  there,  and  if 
you  ask  me  what  I  believe  I  tell  you  that  I  don’t  think 
anyone  else  ever  did;  same  time,  I’m  hound  to  admit  that 
Ous  Fielding  claims  to  have  been  fishing  in  that  lake.  I 
think  he  lies.  Air.  Muldoon  believes  him.  Their  idea  is 
that  the  hermit  has  his  holdout  down  here.” 

“Exactly.  Don't  he  offended  with  me  for  saying  it,  but 
it  seems  to  me  that  they  know  more  about  the  country 
around  here  than  you  do.” 

“Well,  they’d  orter.  I  bain’t  been  around  here  more'n 
a  few  months.  I  told  you  that.” 

“Is  this  the  place  where  Badman  Bill  is  supposed  to 
have  committed,  suicide?” 

“Somewhere’3  here,  yes.” 

“Harry,  we  must  investigate,”  said  Old  King  Brady. 
“Thank  goodness  those  thieves  left  us  one  of  our  ropes. 
\Vi 1 }  von  go  down  over  that  cliff?” 

“.Sure,”  replied  Young  King  Brady. 


“Oh,  say,  come  now;  you  can’t  do  that!”  cried  Kit. 

“What's  the  reason  we  can’t,”  replied  Old  King  Brady. 
“We  can  do  lots  of  things  that  you  can’t,  my  friend.” 

The  rope  was  produced,  and  made  fast  under  Harry’s 
arms. 

And  now  Kit  Burns  had  an  exhibition  of  the  wonderful 
strength  of  the  old  detective. 

Often  Harry  had  been  placed  in  similar  situations. 

He  is  a  lightweight,  and  he  knew  that  Old  King  Brady 
was  perfectly  equal  to  the  task. 

Lowering  himself  over  the  edge  of  the  cliff,  he  prepared 
to  drop. 

“Shall  I  catch  hold,  Mr.  Brady?”  demanded  Kit. 

“No,”  was  the  reply.  “Don’t  touch  the  rope  until  I 
am  ready  to  haul  him  up.  You  can  lend  me  a  hand  then 
if  yon  will.” 

Then  Harry  let  go,  and  Old  King  Brady  slowly  let  him 
down  over  the  cliff. 

In  a  minute  the  rope  was  shaken. 

“Now!”  cried  the  old  detective. 

Kit  made  a  grab  for  the  rope,  and  in  a  minute  Harry’s 
head  appeared  over  tjhe  edge  of  the  cliff. 

“Mystery  explained!”  he  called  out,  as  he  pulled  him¬ 
self  up. 

“I  thought  so,”  said  Old  King  Brady.  “Well?” 

“It’s  a  case  of  a  cave  and  a  sliding  platform.” 

“Exactly.  We  have  struck  similar  things  before.  How- 
far  down?” 

“About  fifteen  feet.” 

“Did  you  try  to  pull  the  platform  out?” 

“I  got  hold  of  it,  but  I  couldn’t  budge  the  thing.  I’d 
like  to  try  again,  though.” 

“Can  you  get  into  the  cave?” 

“Sure.  The  entrance  is  only  about  four  feet  high. 
It  is  in  a  little,  from  the  ledge.  That  is  why  you  can’t  see 
it.  I  can  get  in  there  easy,  though.” 

“  And  once  in  you  will  find  a  way  to  push  out  the  plat¬ 
form.  That’s  our  scheme.” 

“It  heats  the  hand!”  cried  Kit,  “It  begins  to  look  as 
if  we  might  succeed.” 

“We  must  succeed,”  said  Harry.  “We  have  a  reputa¬ 
tion  to  sustain.  The  saying  is  the  Bradys  never  fail.” 

“I  should  never  have  thought  of  trying  that  scheme.” 

“Well,  you  are  not  a  detective,”  said  Old  King  Brady. 
“I  am  ready  whenever  you  are,  Harry.” 

“Oh,  I’m  ready  now,  for  that  matter;  hut  it  is  rather 
hard  on  you,  Governor.  If  there  was  only  a  tree  around 
which  you,  could  warp  the  rope.” 

“But  there  isn’t.  I’ll  let  Kit  help  me  this  time.” 

So  Harry  went  down  over  the  cliff  again. 

It  was  a  ticklish  job  crawling  into  the  narrow  opening. 

Once  in  Harry  found  that  he  had  penetrated  a  small 
cave  which  extended  back  but  a  short  distance  under  the 
rocks. 

But  at  its  end  was  an  opening  leading  downward  by  a 
path  not  so  very  steep. 
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Light  at  the  beginning  of  the  descent  Harry  made  a 
•discovery. 

Scattered  about  the  floor  of  the  cave  were  a  number  of 
golden  nuggets. 

Thei  platform  consisted  of  three  logs  tied  together  with 
rope. 

There  was  an  iron  staple  and  ring  fixed  to  the  end,  and 
to-  this  was  attached  another  rope. 

The  logs  had  been  smoothed  off  underneath,  and  Harry 
found  no  difficulty  in  pushing  them  out  a  few  feet. 

Their  length  prevented  them  from  falling,  but  to  enable 
them  to  bear  a  man's  weight  an  iron  brace  covered  the 
centra]  log. 

The  log  ran  through  this  brace,  the  ends  of  - which  were 
embedded  in  the  rock. 

Harry  went  out  on  this  platform,  and  called  up  to  his 
companions. 

“You  can  come  down,”  he  cried,  “but  I  wouldn’t  un¬ 
dertake  to  jump  it  the  way  the  hermit  did.” 

“I  guess  not,”  replied  Old  King  Brady.  “I’ll  be  on  the 
safe  side  and  drop.” 

In  a  minute  they  had  joined  Harry  in  the  cave,  ' 
“Ingenious  arrangement,”  remarked  the  old  detective, 
looking  the  contrivance  over.  “He  must  have  come  up 
from  below  to  build  it,  however.  It  never  could  have 
been  built  from  above.” 

“I’ve  made  another  discovery,”  said  Harry,  and  he 
pointed  to  the  opening  at  the  back  and  to  the  nuggets. 

“A  golden  trail!”  exclaimed  Old  King  Brady. 

Kit  made  a  dive  for  the  nuggets. 

“That’s  right!  Pick  them  up  and  keep  them  if  you 
choose,”  said  the  old  detective.  “The  putting  of  them 
here  is  the  work  of  a  lunatic.  We  now  know  beyond  a 
doubt  what  sort  of  man  we  have  to  deal.  with.  Come, 
Harry,  let’s  be  on  the  move.” 

Old  King  Brady  had  dropped  their  packs  down  upon  the 
platform  before  descending  himself. 

The  platform  was  now  pulled  in,  and  the  packs  slioul 
•dered. 

The  descent  was  then  begun. 

The  way  was  rough,  but  the  Bradys  have  often  covered 
more  difficult  ground. 

But  the  singular  part  of  it  was  that  this  indeed  proved 
to  be  a  golden  trail. 

Every  ten  feet  or  so  they  came  upon  a  little  collection 
of  golden  nuggets. 

These  were  not  scattered  about  promiscuously,  but  in 
each  place  were  deposited  in  a  little  pile  upon  the  rock. 

Scrambling  down  for  a  distance  of  about  two  hundred 
feet,  the  detectives  saw  light  ahead,  and  now  came  out 
through  a  narrow  opening  upon  the  side  of  the  crater. 

Here  there  was  a  well-defined  trail  leading  down  to  the 
lake. 

As  in  the  cave,  the  descent  was  marked  by  little  piles 
of  nuggets. 

Kit  filled  his  trousers  pockets,  securing  several  hundred 
dollars*  worth. 


At  last  the}-  came  down  to  the  water’s  edge.  » 

“Come,  that  was  easy  done!”  exclaimed  Old  King  Brad / 
“But  now  what?”  f  | 

“Perhaps  the  golden  trail  don’t  end  here,”  said  Ham-. 
“Let  us  look  about.” 

But  the  golden  trail  did  end  right  there. 

They  saw  no  more  of  the  stuff,  although  they  looked 
for  it  in  both  directions. 

There  was  a  broad  beach  extending  down  to  the  water’s 
edge. 

It  was  strewn  with  water-w'ashed  stone,  black  in  every 
instance,  and  seemingly  composed  of  old  lava. 

Of  course,  these  revealed  no  foot-prints,  and  it  was 
Hobson’s  choice  which  way  they  went. 

They  chose  the  left,  and  followed  the  lake  over  a  mile 
without  coming  to  anything  of  interest. 

“We  had  better  pitch  our  tent  and  wait  for  develop¬ 
ments,”  decided  Old  King  Brady.  “This  is  dinner  time, 
and  I  don’t  care  who  knows  we  are  here.” 

So  the  tent  w'as  put  up,  and  a  fire  started. 

Harry  cooked  ham  and  made  coffee,  feeling  thankful 
that  the  thieves  had  left  them  anything  to  eat. 

But  the  remainder  of  the  day  passed  without  any  fur¬ 
ther  discovery. 

The  Bradys  wandered  around  the  lake  in  both  direc¬ 
tions,  but  they  found  no  trace  of  a  human  being:. 

“We  shall  fare  better  after  dark,”  declared  the  old  de¬ 
tective.  “I  don’t  doubt  for  a  moment  that  the  hermit  has 
seen  us.  It  is  up  to  him  now  to  make  the  next  move.’’ 


But  Mr.  Hermit  was  not  moving,  it  seemed. 

Night  settled  down  over  the  crater,  and  there  was  noth¬ 
ing  doing. 

The  Bradys  lighted  no  fire  after  dark,  but  they  kept  a 
sharp  lookout  for  a  light  elsewhere  up  to  ten  o’clock. 

^  None  was  seen,-  however,  and  at  that  time  Old  King 
Brady  rolled  himself  up  in  his  blankets  and  went  to  sleep. 

Kit  undertook  to  watch  with  Harry,  but  he  soon  gave  it 
up,  and  stretching  himself  upon  a  flat  rock  with  his  coat 

doubled  up  under  his  head  for  a  pillow,  went  fast  asleep 
in  a  moment.  r 

And  so  Young  King  Brady  was  left  to  stand  watch 

alone,  under  circumstances  which  required  him  to  be  ever 
on  the  alert. 

It  was  the  gloomiest  watch  he  had  ever  undertaken 

The  night  had  turned  off  cloudy,  and  not  a  star  shone. 

The  high  walls  of  the  crater  seemed  to  increase  the 
darkness. 

Harry,  pacing  up  and  don-n  before  ^  de. 

cidedly  nervous. 

An  hour  passed. 

It  seemed  like  two. 

Again  and  again  he  had  flashed  his  little  electric  dark- 
lantern  upon  his  watch  to  see  how  the  time  was  -min-' 

At  one  he  was  to  wake  up  Old  King  Brady,  but  it  was 

only  eleven  when  suddenly  he  was  startled  bv  an  unex¬ 
pected  sound. 

Someone  was  swimming  toward  the  camp. 
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He  could  hear  the  regular  strokes  in  the  water,  and  at 
no  great  distance  awav. 

A  oung  King  Brady  drew  his  revolver  and  waited  for 
what  was  to  come. 


CHAPTER  VIII. 

UP  AGAINST  THE  HERMIT. 

The  sounds  out  on  the  lake  ceased  as  suddenly  as  they 
had  begun. 

From  the  moment  Young  King  Brady  drew  his  revol¬ 
ver  he  heard  nothing. 

He  waited  some  time,  his  eyes  endeavoring  to  pierce 
the  darkness. 

He  did  not  like  to  flash  his  dark  lantern,  but  after  a 
little  he  did  so. 

The  light  did  not  penetrate  very  far,  however,  and  he 
was  not  able  to  distinguish  anything. 

‘‘It  must  have  been  some  fish,  I  suppose,”  thought  Har¬ 
ry,  “but  I  don't  see  what  there  could  have  been  out  there 
short  of  a  sturgeon  which  would  make  a  noise  like  that.” 

He  had  been  on  the  point  of  waking  the  old  detective, 
but  he  now  gave  this  idea  up  and  resumed  his  walk  along 
the  beach. 

Suddenly  he  heard  the  sound  again  at  a  little  distance 
ahead  of  him. 

Harry  hurried  to  the  spot,  and  once  more  flashed  his 
dark  lantern. 

It  was  just  about  the  most  imprudent  thing  he  could 
have  done,  as  the  event  proved. 

Suddenly  there  was  a  whizzing  sound,  and  a  lariat 
dropped  over  Young  King  Brady’s  head. 

He  had  just  caught  sight  of  a  naked  man  standing  in 
the  water,  as  it  seemed. 

Then  the  noose  tightened  about  his  neck,  and  down  he 
went. 

“Governor!  Governor!”  he  shouted. 

This  was  the  last. 

Harry  was  drawn  into  the  water  by  a  strength  which 
he  was  powerless  to  overcome. 

He  managed  to  get  his  head  out  in  a  few  seconds,  how¬ 
ever. 

On  he  went. 

Somebody  was  towing  him. 

Harry  fumbled  for  his  knife,  got  it,  and  was  just  about 
to  cut  the  lariat  when  a  naked  man  suddenly  rose  beside 
him  and  struck  him  a  stinging  blow  on  the  hand. 

The  knife  dropped  into  the  water. 

“Don’t  you  fight  this  thing  or  I’ll  knock  you  six  ways 
for  Sunday!”  a  voice  hissed  in  his  ear. 

“Harry!  Harr)'!  Where  are  you?”  Old  King  Brady 
was  heard  calling  from  the  beach. 

Where  he  was  then  was  up  against  a  raft  upon  which 
fctood  the  man  who  had  thrown  the  lariat. 


“Climb  up!”  hissed  the  other.  “You’re  a  dead  one  if 
you  don’t!” 

A  revolver  was  thrust  in  his  face. 

There  was  no  time  to  parley. 

\  oung  King  Brady  climbed  up  on  the  raft. 

The  man  in  the  water  sprang  up  after  him. 

“You’re  our  prisoner,  young  feller,”  he  whispered. 
“Don’t  you  try  to  show  fight  if  you  know  when  you  are 
well  off.” 

He  was  a  tall,  powerfully  built  man,  as  nearly  as  Harry 
could  make  out  in  the  darkness. 

His  companion  now  started  to  work  a  big  sweep,  which 
was  attached  to  the  raft. 

The  oar  was  evidently  muffled,  for  they  moved  forward 
noiselessly. 

From  the  shore  Old  King  Brady  was  still  shouting,  but 
Harry  did  not  dare  to  make  any  reply. 

The  man  who  was  handling  the  sweep  evidently  under¬ 
stood  his  business,  for  the  raft  advanced  with  considerable 
speed. 

When  they  were  well  away  from  the  shore  the  other, 
who  had  held  Harry  constantly  covered,  began  to  talk. 

“You  must  be  one  of  the  Brady  detectives?”  he  de¬ 
manded. 

“Well,  I  don’t  deny  it.” 

“It  wouldn’t  be  any  use.  Which  one  are  you?” 

“Do  I  look  like  Old  King  Brady?  I  believe  I  am  not 
over  a  hundred,  but  I  suppose  you  can’t  see  in  the  dark.” 

“Don’t  be  a  fool,  Gus,”  growled  the  man  at  the  oar.  “Of 
course  he  is  Young  King  Brady.  Anybody  might  know 
that.” 

“So  it  is  Mr.  Gus  Fielding  I  am  up  against,”  thought 
Harry.  “What  a  fool  I  was  not  to  watch  out  sharper.  I 
deserve  this.” 

“Who  is  that  third  fellow  with  you?”  was  then  asked. 

“A  man  we  hired  as  a  guide.” 

“Sure  he  isn’t  Kit  Burns?” 

“Who  is  Kit  Burns?” 

“What’s  his  name?” 

“Bill  something.  I  didn’t  ask  him  his  last  name.” 

This  seemed  to  satisfy. 

The  man  dropped  the  subject. 

“You  fellows  are  out  after  Badman  Bill?”  was  the  next 
question. 

“We  are.” 

“How  did  you  get  down  here?” 

“Climbed  down.” 

“I  don’t  believe  it.  There  is  no  way  on  that  side  of 
the  sink.” 

“I  can’t  help  what  you  believe.  I’m  telling  you  what 
we  did.” 

“They  say  the  Bradys  are  slick  articles,”  put  in  the 
fellow  who  worked  the  oar,  and  whom  Harry  correctly 
assumed  to  be  Joe  Dillard. 

“Oh,  I  dunno,”  said  Gus.  “Everybody  is  slick  when 
things  go  their  way.  Hurry  up,  Joe!  We  don’t  want  to 
leave  Bella  alone  so  long.” 
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“Pull  yourself  if  you  think  you  can  do  it  any  faster.” 

“I  don’t  think  that,  but  I  do  think  I’d  like  to  get  on 
my  clothes  pretty  well." 

“Want  to  wait  for  it?  Fll  keep  him  covered  if  you 

do." 

“See  here,  Fielding,  put  on  your  clothes,"  said  Harry. 
“I  give  you  my  word  not  to  make  a  move  until  you  are 
dressed." 

“That’s  kind  of  you.  Oh,  by  jove,  Joe,  we’re  a  pair  of 
fools," 

“What  now?"  cried  Joe. 

“Nevei4  searched  him.  He  may  have  a  dozen  guns  on 
him." 

“As  it  happens,"  put  in  Harry,  “he  only  has  one,  and 
here  it  is.  I  don’t  want  any  row,  neither  do  I  wapt  to 
get  into  the  water  again,  being  quite  wet  enough.” 

Thus  saying,  Harry  handed  over  his  revolver. 

It  was  not  his  only  weapon. 

He  had  another  revolver  in  one  of  the  many  secret 
pockets  he  carried  about  his  clothes. 

But  though  Joe  searched  him  now  while  Gus  kept  the 
revolver  at  his  head,  this  was  not  found. 

Gus  got  into  his  clothes  after  that. 

Young  King  Brady  made  no  effort  to  interfere. 

He  had  found  the  water  of  this  volcanic  lake  icy  cold, 
and  he  had  no  desire  to  tackle  it  again. 

“Do  you  know  which  way  you  are  going,  Gus?"  he  de¬ 
manded,  after  a  little. 

“Do  I  know  which  way  I’m  going?”  mimicked  Gus;  “of 
course  I  do.  Seems  to  me  you  are  getting  pretty  blame 
familiar." 

“You’ll  stand  for  it." 

“How  do  you  know  I  will?  How  do  you  know  my 
name,  anyhow?" 

“Pshaw!  Give  me  credit  for  some  sense,  will  you? 
When  I  chased  you  the  time  you  carried  off  Bella  Wan- 
dell  didn’t  I  know  you  were  a  man  disguised?  Didn’t  Ar¬ 
thur  Wandell  know  who  you  were  as  soon  as  I  told  him 
what  had  happened?" 

“What  did  you  do  with  Arthur?"  demanded  Gus,  curi- 

ouslv. 

“We  took  him  to  Hangtown  and  left  him  there." 

“Was  he  much  hurt?" 

“Three  ribs  broken.  He  was  raving  with  fever  when 
we  came  away." 

“I  hope  he  dies." 

“Kind  of  you." 

“It’s  a  blame  pity  he  wasn’t  killed,  and  you  fellows, 
too." 

“Still  kinder!  It  must  have  taken  you  quite  a  while  to 
saw  away  the  supports  of  that  bridge." 

“Who  savs  I  did?" 

* 

“I  imagine  so." 

“You  are  fresh,  pard.  I)o  you  know  what’s  coming  to 
you  ?" 

“All  kinds  of  nice  things  if  you  have  the  distributing  of 
the  Christmas  presents,  I  dare  say." 


“You  bet.  But  now  to  business.  There  is  only  one  way 
in  which  you  can  get  out  of  this  snap,  Brady," 

“Which  is  what?" 

“We  want  a  clear  held  here,  and  wm  mean  to  have  it. 
We  don’t  want  no  fellows  working  in  the  interest  of  the 
Wells  Fargo  Express,  for  we  want  Badman  Bill,  and  we 
want  his  gold,  and  we  mean  to  get  it,  too." 

“Very  fine,  but  you  haven’t  told  me  how  I  am  to  es¬ 
cape." 

“By  writing  a  note  to  your  partner  for  me  to  deliver 
which  will  bring  him  our  way.  We’ll  take  care  of  him,  and 
you  cap  light  Quti" 

“That  might  be  arranged.  I’m  not  particularly  stuck 
on  the  old  spoozer.  I’d  like  to  go  partners  with  a  couple 
of  young  fellows  like  you  well  enough." 

“Well,  you  can’t.  Now  I'll  tell  you;  Old  King  Brady 
was  the  means  of  sending  a  pal  of  mine  to  Folsom  State’s 
prison  *on  a  twenty-years’  sentence.  I  swore  to  get  square, 
and  I  mean  to  do  it." 

“Who  was  your  pal?" 

“Never  you  mind.  I’m  no  hand  to  slop  over.  Will  you 
do  what  I  ask?" 

“Sure,  if  you  will  let  me  go  free." 

“That’s  all  right.  I’ll  let  you  write  a  note  in  the  morn¬ 
ing,  and  one  of  us  shall  take  it  over." 

“Settled.  You  needn’t  bother  your  head  about  me  at 
all  now.  I’m  only  too  glad  of  the  chance  to  double  on  the 
old  man,  for  as  I  said  before,  I’m  sick  and  tired  of  his 
cranky  ways." 

“Do  they  believe  it?"  Harry  asked  himself. 

He  could  not  see  how  any  man  of  sense  could  believe 
such  talk  on  his  part. 

But  Gus  Fielding  seemed  to  swallow  it  all. 

He  said  no  more  to  Harry  after  this,  but  confined  his 
talk  to  Joe  Dillard,  who  seemed  to  be  half  a  fool. 

Harry  listened  closely  to  every  word  which  passed 
between  them.  f 

He  was  thus  able  to  pick  up  a  few  points. 

Among  others  that  Muldoon  had  “staked"  were  this 
beautiful  pair  of  scoundrels. 

The  agent’s  name  was  not  mentioned  in  full,  but  their 
allusions  to  Mul”  were  too  plain  to  be  misunderstood. 

Meanwhile  the  raft  was  making  as  good  progress  as 
could  be  expected. 

How  Dillard  was  able  to  find  his  way  in  the  darkness 
was  a  good  deal  of  a  mystery  to  Young  King  Brady. 

But  the  fellow  seemed  to  know  just  where  he  was  going. 

rI  hat  he  didn’t  wag  soon  proved. 

“Say,  Joe!  We  are  coming  ashore!"  cried  Gus,  sud¬ 
denly.  “We  can’t  be  there  vet." 

“Must  be!  I’ve  been  steering  all  right." 

“But  it  s  so  blame  dark.  1  don’t  believe  this  is  the 
place." 

“Get  ashore  and  see." 

1  lie  raft  had  grounded  in  shallow  water. 

Gm  produced  an  old-fashioned  dark  lantern,  stunk  a 
match,  and  lit  it. 
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A?  ne  dashed  it  about  Harry  saw  towering  cliffs  ahead 
of  them. 

“Oh,  bags!  You’ve  struck  the  Wrong  tack  altogether/’ 
growled  Gus.  “So  much  for  being  cock-sure.  I  knew 
blame  well  you  could  never  get  back.  Nowr  wre’ve  got  to 
wait  for  daylight,  I  suppose.” 

Joe  began  to  excuse  himself,  and  a  heated  discussion 
followed. 

It  looked  for  a  minute  as  though  it  might  come  to  a 
tight,  but  all  in  an  instant  the  situation  changed. 

Gus  was  still  flashing  his  lantern  about  wrhen  all  of  a 
sudden  there  came  within  the  line  of  its  light  a  strange 
figure  standing  up  against  the  cliffs. 

It  was  a  tall  man,  with  a  great  mop  of  hair. 

He  wore  big  boots,  and  his  clothes  were  rags. 

Instantly  Harrv  recognized  the  hermit. 

v  %/  CJ 

With  lightning  quickness*  and  before  anyone  could 
intake  a  move  or  utter  a  sound,  the  fellow  threw  up  a  rifle 
and  fired. 

“Great  guns!  I’m  a  goner!”  yelled  Joe  Dillard. 

He  threw  up  his  hands,  and  went  over  backward  into 
the  water. 

“Kill!  Kill!  Kill!”  yelled  the  hermit,  and  in  the 

.  } 

same  breath  he  fired  again. 

Gus  had  dropped  the  lantern  and  seized  his  rifle,  which 
lay  on  the  raft. 

He  was  too  slow,  however. 

As  the  shot  rang  out  he  dropped  the  rifle,  and  without 
even  a  groan  fell  dead  at  Harry’s  feet. 

Young  King  Brady  waited  for  nothing. 

Rushing  to  the  edge  of  the  raft,  he  dove  into  the  lake. 

A  second  later  and  he  also  might  have  met  his  fate,  for 
once  more  the  rifle  cracked  as  the  waters  closed  above  his 
head. 


CHAPTER  IX. 

THE  RESCUE  OF  BELLA  WANDELL. 

If  Harry  had  been  less  than  the  expert  swimmer  he  was 
he  also  might  have  met  death  at  the  hands  of  the  hermit 
that  night. 

The  wild  creature  ran  to  the  water’s  edge,  shouting: 
“Kill!  Kill!  Kill!” 

Harry  kept  under  as  long  as  he  could,  swimming  for 
all  he  was  worth. 

When  at  last  he  rose  to  the  surface  all  was  still. 

But  still  he  swam  on,  unwilling  to  take  chances. 

Winded  at  last,  he  went  ashore  and  crouched  beneath 
the  cliffs. 

He  was  terribly  shaken  up  by  what  had  occurred. 

Death  had  been  very  close  to  him,  for  it  might  just  as 
'.veil  have  been  himself  as  either  of  his  captors  who  re¬ 
ceived  the  bullets. 

But  this  was  not  to  be,  it  seemed,  and  once  again  Young 


King  Brady  had  lived  to  be  able  to  tell  of  a  marvelous 
escape: 

But  what  to  do  was  now  the  question. 

Harry  thought  the  situation  over,  and  came  to  the  con¬ 
clusion  that  his  best  plan  was  to  remain  where  he  was  un¬ 
til  daylight. 

And  such  another  night  of  anxiety  he  never  put  in. 

Every  instant  it  seemed  as  if  he  could  hear  footsteps 
stealing  toward  him. 

His  hair  seemed  to  rise;  wet  as  he  was,  he  still  burst  into 
perspiration  again  and  again  from  very  fear. 

And  who  under  the  circumstances  would  not  have  done 
the  same? 

At  a  time  like  this  the  bravest  man  trembles. 

The  awful  night)  ended  at  last,  however,  and  when  the 
sun  rose  there  had  been  no  alarm. 

The  day  turned  out  hot,  and  the  clouds  of  the  night 
cleared  away  with  the  rising  sun. 

Harry  looked  across  the  lake. 

He  saw  that  instead  of  striking  to  the  other  shore  Joe 
Dillard  had  steered  his  raft  at  an  oblique  angle.' 

The  tent  could  be  seen  about  a  mile  away. 

A  man  was  pacing  up  and  down  in  front  of  it,  but  Harry 
could  not  make  out  whether  it  was  Old  King  Brady  or 
Kit  Burns. 

When  one  swims  in  the  dark  one  can  scarcely  tell  how 
they  go. 

Harry  could  have  sworn  that  he  had  covered  the  dis¬ 
tance  of  at  least  a  quarter  of  a  mile  from  the  raft- 

It  was  not  so,  however. 

There  it  lay  not  two  hundred  yards  from  where  he 
stood. 

“Great  Scott!  If  I  had  known  that  I  should  have/put 
in  even  a  worse  night  than  I  did,”  thought  Young.  King 
Brady.  “It’s  a  wonder  the  hermit  didn’t  get  me;  but  he 
seems  to  have  taken  himself  off  altogether.  I’ll  take  a 
sneak  up  there,  I  guess.” 

He  walked  on  to  the  raft. 

But  the  hermit  had  got  on  his  nerves,  and  the  horror 
of  the  night  had  not)  left  him  vet. 

His  fears  were  groundless,  for  when  he  reached  the  raft 
Mr.  Hermit  still  remained  invisible. 

Gus  Fielding  lay  where  he  had  fallen,  with  the  rifle 
and  lantern  by  his  side. 

“Upon  my  word,  those  fellows  made  a  bad  bleak  wher 
they  went  gunning  for  me,”  thought  Young  King  BradJ 
“Still,  it  is  none  of  my  funeral.  The  thing  to  do  now  iJ 
to  find  that  unfortunate  girl.” 

He  picked  up  the  rifle,  and  much  as  he  disliked  the  job 
proceeded  to  search  the  dead  man. 

He  wanted  his  revolver,  and  he  got  it. 

This  done,  he  turned  away,  and  started  along  the  short 
in  the  direction  of  the  tent. 

Now  he  could  see  two  figures  moving  about. 

Old  King  Brady  and  Kit  were  taking  down  the  tent. 

“They  are  getting  ready  for  a  move,”  thought  Harry 
“I  onlv  wish  I  could  attract  their  attention.”  .  -  ■; 
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He  would  have  fired  his  rifle  if  he  had  dared. 

Lut  he  knew  that  the  towering  cliffs  would  send  the 
oho  of  the  shot  all  over  the  lake,  and  he  did  not  care  to 
ake  chances  of  attracting  the  hermit. 

He  waved  his  hat  again  and  again,  hut  so  far  as  an}1 
esponse  went  it  would  seem  that  his  signal  was  not  seen. 

"I  can’t  do  a  thing  about  it,”  thought  Harry.  “I  can 
nly  hope  that  the  Governor  comes  this  way — that’s  all.” 

He  kept  his  eyes  upon  them  as  he  hurried  on,  and  when 
he  start  was  finally  made  he  had  the  satisfaction  of  seeing 
hat  it  was  in  his  direction. 

That's  all  right,”  thought  Harry.  “This  isn't  so  bad. 
ts  for  those  two  fellows,  they  richly  deserved  what  they 
,ot,  and  1  can  see  no  reason  why  I  should  bother  my 
ead  with  them.” 

He  hurried,  on.  ffhe  beach  was  broad,  but  it  was  rough 
talking,  on  account  of  the  lava  which  lay  strewn  every- 

here. 

As  he  advanced  he  presently  saw  ahead  of  him  the  re¬ 
rains  of  a  fire,  dhere  was  a  coffee  pot  and  some  pans 
/ing  around. 

“Can  this  be  their  camp?”  he  thought.  “I  must  look 
harp.  The  girl  may  be  here.” 

He  started  on  the  run,  and  soon  gained  the  spot,  but 
ven  before  he  reached  it  he  saw  the  mouth  of  a  cave  lead- 
)g  in  under  the  cliff. 

This  is  surely  the  place!”  muttered  Harry,  and  he 
lrned  in  toward  the  cave. 

The  entrance  was  high,  and  the  cave  appeared  to  be  of 
msiderable  depth. 

“What  if  this  should  be  the  hermit’s  holdout?”  he 

lought. 

But  something  had  to  be  done. 

Clutching  his  rifle,  Harry  pushed  on  into  the  cave. 

"Is  anyone  here?”  he  called. 

I  am  here!”  was  the  instant  reply. 

The  voice  was  a  woman’s,  to  Young  King  Brady’s  im¬ 
pose  relief. 

It  was  Bella  Wandell. 

Harry  came  upon  her  a  minute  later. 

The  poor  girl,  with  her  hands  securely  tied  behind  her, 
y  upon  blankets  in  a  corner  of  the  cave. 

At  the  sight  of  Harry  she  gave  a  joyful  cry. 

“Oh,  Mr.  Brady!  Have  you  come  to  save  me?”  she 

claimed. 

Then  her  feelings  seemed  to  overcome  her,  for  she  burst 

to  tears. 

Harry  made  short  work  of  her  bonds. 

Bulling  out  his  knife,  he  cut  the  cords,  and  assisted 
dla  to  her  feet. 

Calm  yourself,”  he  said.  “I  am  here  to  help  you  out 
this.” 

My  brother?”  cried  Bella.  “What  about  him?” 

“He  is  alive.  We  left  him  in  Hangtown.  Unfortunate* 

\ .t},ree  of  his  ribs  were  broken  by  the  fall,  but  he  will  ' 
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I  wasn’t  hurt.  But,  oh,  how  I  have  suffered  since! 
They  will  come— they  will  kill  you!” 

“ff°,  they  won’t.  Prepare  for  a  surprise.  Gus  Fielding 
and  his  companion  are  dead.*’ 

“Dead!” 

Y  es.  Shot  by  the  hermit  who  prowls  about  these 
mountains.” 

“Thank  heaven  for  it!  Oh,  Mr.  Brady,  Fielding  was 
a  dreadful  man!  And  just  to  think  of  it!  1  once  im¬ 
agined  that  I  loved  him.  How  could  he  use  me  so?” 

Don  t  think  of  it.  Has  he  injured  you  in  any  way?” 
Xo,  no!  Except  that  he  kept  me  a  prisoner!  And 
then  the  dreadful  walk  up  to  this  place!  I  thought  I 
should  die!” 

“Come,”  said  Harry.  “Tou  want  to  forget  all  this.  Let 
us  go  and  meet  Old  King  Brady.  You  are  safe  now,  and 
we  shall  ^ee  to  it  that  you  don  t  fall  into  trouble  again.” 
But  Bella  was  not  to  be  put  off  so  easily. 

She  wanted  to  know  everything,  and  Harry  told  her 
all  as  they  walked  along. 

As  for  her  own  adventures,  she  did  not  seem  disposed 
to  say  much  about  them. 

Young  King  Brady  did  not  press  the  subject, 
lie  felt  that  the  poor  girl  had  suffered  enough. 

They  had  not  gone  far  before  Old  King  Brady  and  Kit 
Burns  were  seen  coming  toward  them. 

Harry  waved  his  hat,  and  this  time  his  signal  was  seen. 

A  few  minutes  later  and  the  detectives  came  together 
; on  the  beach. 

The  talk  which  followed  need  not  be  detailed. 

Kit  Burns  was  open  in  his  expressions  of  joy  at  the 
death  of  his  enemies. 

Old  King  Brady  had  a  reproving  word  for  Harry  for 

his  carelessness  in  allowing  himself  to  be  captured,  and  so 
it  went. 

But  all  realized  that  hunting  the  hermit  was  a  more 
dangerous  operation  than  they  had  at  first  imagined. 

“Wherever  he  keeps  himself,  he  seems  to  be  liable  to 
drop  on  our  neck  at  any  moment  like  a  wildcat,”  remark¬ 
ed  Old  King  Brady.  “We  have  got  to  watch  out  sharp 

after  ourselves,  or  we  shall  meet  the  fate  of  these  two 
men.” 
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m  l>e  about  again.  Flow  is  it  with  you?” 


Don  t  you  think  that  under  the  circumstances  we  had 
better  get  right  back  to  Hangtown  with  Miss  Wandell?” 
Hairy  asked,  drawing  Old  King  Brady  to  one  side. 

“We  must  certainly  go,”  was  the  reply.  “This  is  no 

place  for  a  woman.  \Y  e  shall  have  to  see  her  safe,  and 
then  begin  again.” 

But  to  this  Bella,  considerably  to  their  surprise  ob¬ 
jected. 

Of  course,  I  will  do  whatever  you  wish  me  to.  Mr. 
Brady,”  she  said  when  the  old  detective  mentioned  the 
p  an,  “but  I  am  sure  I  don’t  want  to  hamper  you.  I  am 
not  a  bit  airaid  to  remain  here  with  you  a  few  days  and 
tale  whatever  risk  comes  your  way.” 

•■I  could  not  consent  to  it,”  replied  Old  King  Brady. 
But  T  would  like  to  postpone  our  goiDg  a  few  hours  if 
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you  would  be  willing  to  remain  at  the  cave  under  the  care 
oi  Mr.  Burns.” 

Bella  was  willing  to  do  anything,  hut  Kit  did  not  seem 
to  relish  the  job  very  well. 

Still,  he  consented,  and  Old  King  Brady  and  Harry  re¬ 
turned  to  the  raft. 

The  old  detective  was  anxious  to  study  the  lay  of  the 
land  near  Yvhere  the  tragedy  had  occurred. 

“This  Badman  Bill  is  clearly  a  lunatic,”  he  said,  as 
they  walked  along,  ‘‘and  as  such  we  may  be  able  to  catch 
him  napping.  Such  as  he  rarely  sleep  nights.  Such 
slumber  as  they  catch  is  generally  in  the  early  morning, 
and  my  theory  is  that  if  we  look  sharp  we  may  catch  him 
napping  now.” 

“I'm  ready  for  anything,  Governor!  After  my  lucky 
e?cape  I  don’t  expect  to  die  this  trip.” 

‘‘You’ll  die  when  your  time  comes,  and  not  a  minute 
before.  Did  Fielding  have  anything  to  say  about  the 
hermit?” 

“Not  much  to  me.  He  talked  of  him  in  a  general 
wav  to  Dillard.” 

“Did  he  mention  how  he  and  Dillard  managed  to  get 
down  into  this  crater?” 

“Indeed  he  did  not.  He  seemed  to  be  greatly  sur¬ 
prised  that  we  should  have  been  able  to  get  down  any  way 
but  his  way,  but  he  did  not  say  what  that  was.” 

“We  must  look  into  it.  My  idea  is  before  we  leave 
here  to  follow  the  lake  all  the  way  around.” 

“We  ought  to  be  sure 'to  come  to  it  that  way.” 

“Exactly.  But  here  we  are  at  the  raft,  Youi  dead 
man  don’t  seem  to  have  been  disturbed.” 

“He  lies  exactly  as  he  dropped  last  night.  He  was 
shot  through  the  heart.” 

“The  biter  bit!  Yes,  that  is  the  tallest  of  our  two 
dvnamiters  sure.  Did  you  search  him?” 

“Only  to  get  my  revolver.” 

“We  had  better  go  through  him,  then.  We  may  be 
able  to  find  some  evidence  that  this  man  Muldoon  was  in 
the  plot,  and  we  want  that  if  we  can  get  it.  The  Wells 
Fargo  Company  will  be  interested,  I  think.” 

And  so  Old  King  Brady  himself  undertook  the  dis¬ 
tasteful  task. 

The  result  was  exactly  as  he  had  predicted. 

The  search  brought  to  light,  a  letter  from  Muldoon 
which  was  amply  strong  to  convict  him. 

A  trifle  of  money,  a  long  knife,  and  another  revolver 
were  the  onlv  things  of  value  found  in  addition  upon  the 
dead  man. 

“And  what  shall  we  do  with  him?”  demanded  Harry. 

“Leave  him  where  he  is,”  replied  Old  King  Brady. 
“When  we  return  we  may  bury  him,  or  we  may  find  some- 
r  :.e  in  Hang  town  who  cares  enough  about  him  to  come 
after  hi-  corpse.  But  now  to  take  one  look  for  the  her- 
;rdtT  holdout.  If  we  don’t  find  it  within  an  hour  I  shall 
gr.e  op  for  this  trip,  and  start  on  the  back  track.” 


CHAPTER  X. 

THE  GAPTURE  OF  THE  HERMIT. 

Old  King  Brady  turned  away  from  the  raft  and  faced 
the  towering  cliffs. 

The  old  detective  is  a  great  hand  to  reason  out  a  theory,, 
and  Harr}7  saw  that  he  had  one  of  Ins  reasoning  fits  upon 
him  now. 

So  Harry  said  nothing  for  a  few  minutes,  hut  stood 
quietly  by  and  let  his  partner  do  his  thinking. 

“Just  where  did  he  stand  when  you  saw  him?”  Old 
King  Brady  suddenly  asked. 

“You  mean  the  hermit?” 

“Sure!  Who  else?” 

“I  was  trying  to  think.” 

“Well,  get  your  thinking  cap  right  at  work,  then;  all 
depends  upon  that.” 

Harry  looked  around,  and  then  walked  over  to  a  point 
close  to  the  cliffs. 

“I  should  say  it  was  about  here,”  he  called. 

Old  King  Brady  came  to  the  place  and  studied  the,', 
cliff  long  and  earnestly. 

“Had  you  been  showing  a  light?  By  you  I  mean* 
Fielding  or  Dillard,”  he  asked. 

“We  hadn’t  until  just  the  moment  when  we  first  saw 
him.” 

“Then  the  chances  are  he  had  no  particular  warning 
of  your  coming.” 

“It  looks  that  way.” 

“It  is  so.  If  he  had  known  those  fellows  were  here  be 
would  have  gone  straight  to  the  cave  after  that  girl,  in 
all  probability.” 

“Likely.”  . 

“It’s  sure.  For  a  man  to  turn  hermit  he  must  neces¬ 
sarily  be  a  woman  hater.” 

“I  suppose  so.” 

“It  is  so.  If  he  would  have  shot  two  men  cff-Lmdr 
the  way  he  did  he  surely  would  have  killed  the  girl,  all 
of  which  goes  to  show  that  he  came  from  some  point  be¬ 
yond  here.  Come  on.  Our  way  lies  so.” 

They  walked  on  slowly. 

In  a  few  moments  Old  King  Brady  suddenly  halted  anil 
pulled  out  his  glass. 

“By  Jove,  we  have  located  him  for  a  fact!”  he  said,  in 
a  half-whisper. 

“What  do  you  see?”  demanded  Harry. 

“Bones!” 

“What?” 

“Bones,  I  tell  you.  Look  ahead  there!” 

Harry  took  the  glass  and  saw  lying  on  the  beach  at  >c,u;o 
little  distance  ahead  of  them  a  pile  of  hones,  the  horsxs  iff 
deer,  and  similar  rubbish. 

“We  are  close  upon  him,”  said  Old  King  Brady,  ‘“it 
is  just  like  a  fellow  of  his  sort  to  throw  his  rubbisb  s/»t 
and  not  to  take  the  trouble  to  throw  it  into  the  lake.”' 
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None  knows  better  than  the  old  detective  bow  to  get  a 


“We  must  go  slow.  Governor.  If  you  had  seen  him 
last  night  you  would  be  better  able  to  realize  what  a  dan¬ 
gerous  man  he  is.” 

“Oh,  I  realize  all  right.  We  are  going  to  find  him,  and 
we  are  going  to  find  him  asleep.” 

They  pushed  on  to  the  rubbish  pile,  and  again  halted. 

Here  a  stunted  tree  grew  near  the  cliffs. 

There  seemed  to  be  no  Ipreak  of  amr  kind  in  the  rocky 
wall,  however. 

Old  King  Brady  stood  looking  up,  but  Harry  stepped  in 
behind  the  tree. 

He  had  left  his  rifle  with  Kit  Burns,  thinking  that  it 
might  be  needed  to  defend  Bella, 

It  would  have  been  better  if  he  had  drawn  his  revolver 
now,  but  he  didn’t. 

There,  half  concealed  by  the  tree,  he  saw  the  entrance 
to  a  cave. 

Harry  peered  in.  The  temptation  was  too  strong  to 
resist. 

Instantly  he  saw  that  they  had  tracked  the  hermit  to 
his  den. 

The  man  lay  sprawled  upon  a  rude  couch  asleep,  to  all 
appearance. 

A  lantern  hung  over  him,  burning  dimly. 

Near  by  were  two  iron-bound  chests. 

One  was  closed  and  the  other  open,  revealing  a  number 
of  bags. 

Upon  the  floor  lay  strewn  a  number  of  twenty-dollar 
goldpieces. 

It  was  the  golden  trail  again! 

Harry  drew  back,  and  passing  out  from  behind  the  bush, 
made  a  sign  to  Old  King  Brady. 

The  sign  meant  success. 

Old  King  Brady  knew  that  the  hermit  was  found. 

He  pressed  forward,  but  Harry  was  ahead  of  him. 

Secure  in  his  belief  that  the  hermit  was  asleep,  as, 
indeed,  he  may  have  been  when  Harry  first  went  in,  he 
re-entered  the  cave  without  fear. 

There  stood  Badman  Bill  snapping  and  snarling  like 
some  wild  beast. 

He  had  taken  one  of  the  bags  out  of  the  chest,  and  now 
he  let  it  fly. 

Harry  got  the  bag  in  the  forehead  and  fell,  the  gold 
scattering  over  the  floor  of  the  cave. 

“Hold  on  there,  you  fiend!  No  more  of  that,  or  you 
are  a  dead  one!”  shouted  Old  King  Brady,  darting  for¬ 
ward,  for  the  hermit  had  pulled  two  more  bags  from  the 
•chest. 

The  old  detective’s  warning  was  without  effect. 

Both  bags  were  thrown. 

Old  King  Brady  might  have  had  his  brains  dashed  out 
if  he  had  not  nimbly  dodged. 

Instantly  he  threw  himself  upon  the  hermit,  calling 
to  Harry  for  help. 

Old  King  Brady  particularly  wanted  to  take  this  sin¬ 
gular  being  alive.  , 


strangle  hold  upon  a  man  and  throw  him. 

}  And  he  was  entirely  successful. 

Great  as  the  strength  of  this  madman  undoubtedly  was. 
Old  King  Brady’s  skill  prevailed. 

He  had  Badman  Bill  on  his  back  in  an  instant. 

Harry,  who  was  merely  half  stunned,  sprang  to  his  feet 
and  covered  the  fellow  with  his  revolver. 

But  Old  King  Brady  could  not  trust  the  madman's  fear 
of  the  weapon  altogether. 

He  choked  him  to  insensibility,  and  then  snapped  the 
handcuffs  on. 

Working  with  lightning  quickness,  he  bound  his  arms  in 
front  of  him,  and  so  tied  his  legs  together. 

The  hermit  revived  just  as  he  had  completed  these 
preparations. 

The  Bradys  stepped  back,  waiting  to  see  what  he  might 
have  to  say. 

“By  jove,  it’s  a  good  job  he  went  for  us  only  with  those 
gold  bags!”  remarked  Harry.  “See  those  two  rifles!  If 
he  had  taken  a  notion  to  use  one  of  these  I  might  be 
where  Gus  Fielding  is  now.” 

“Where  on  earth  did  he  get  all  this  gold  coin,  I  won¬ 
der?”  queried  the  old  detective,  looking  around. 

Meanwhile  the  hermit  was  eyeing  them,  but  he  did  not 
speak. 

Every  now  and  then  he  would  give  an  animal-like  snarl, 
and  snap  his  jaws  like  a  wolf. 

“Will  you  speak  to  him?”  whispered  Harry. 

“Wait  a  minute.  See  what  he  does,”  replied  the  old 
detective.  ^  t  # 

But!  the  hermit  only  kept  up  his  snapping  and  snarling, 
uttering  not  a  word. 

Suddenly  Old  King  Brady  exclaimed : 

“You  are  Badman  Bill,  the  stage  robber!  Isn't  that 
so?” 

There  was  no  answer. 

The  same  snapping  and  snarling  kept  up,  but  that  was 
all. 

Old  King  Brady  tried  him  with  several  questions,  but 
not  a  word  would  he  utter. 

The  detectives  had  placed  him  in  a  sitting  position,  with 
his  back  against  the  wall  of  the  cave. 

From  this  he  did  not  seem  to  be  able  to  rise,  although 
he  made  several  attempts. 

“Wliat  shall  we  do?”  questioned  Harry. 

“It’s  a  puzzler  to  know  what  to  do,”  replied  Old  King 
Brady.  “Let  us  examine  these  chests.” 

They  opened  several  of  the  bags. 

Some  contained  nuggets,  some  gold  dust.  None  of  those 
examined  contained  coin. 

The  second  chest  was  not  fastened. 

It  proved  to  contain  bags  like  the  other. 

Two  or  three  of  these  were  opened. 

One  was  filled  with  $?0  gold  pieces. 

Two  others  opened  were  filled  with  nuggets 

The  Bradys  went  no  further. 
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They  now  gathered  np  the  coins  and  filled  their  pock¬ 


ets. 


Old  King  Brady  expected  that  this  would  start  the  her¬ 
mit  talking,  hut  no! 

He  kept  up  his  snarling  and  snapping,  hut  no  question 
Old  King  Brady  could  put  Brought  an  answer. 

The  Bradys  now  went  out  into  the  open. 

“We  seem  to  have  our  hands  full,”  remarked  the  old 
detective.  “Fll  he  blest  if  I  know  what  to  do.” 

“It’s  a  puzzler,”  replied  Harry.  “If  we  could  only  trust 
Bums  to  watch  him  we  might  go  to  Hangtown  for  help.55 

“Burns  is  not  to  he  trusted  with  all  that  gold  in  sight.” 

“I  should  say  not.” 

“Certainly  not.  Let  me  think.  The  fact  that  we  have 
the  girl  on  our  hands  greatly  complicates  matters.55 

They  walked  on  in  silence,  retracing  their  steps  toward 
the  other  cave. 

“Here  is  my  plan,”  said  Old  King  Brady,  before  they 
reached  it.  We  will  say  nothing  of  our  discovery  either 
to  Kit  or  the  girl.55 

“Good!” 

“W e  will  all  start  around  the  lake,  and  find,  if  we  can, 
the  way  Fielding  and  Dillard  got  in.  Failing  that,  we 
will  return  to  the  lip  of  the  crater  by  the  way  we  came. 
You,  Kit  and  the  girl  shall  go  to  Hangtown.  If  Baxter  is 
on  his  way  here  you  will  meet  him  and  return  with  him. 
If  not  you  will  see  him  at  the  mine,  and  bring  him  here 
with  men  and  horses.55 

“And  you?”  ,  ,  , 

“Will  remain  to  guard  the  hermit  and  the  treasure.55 

Harry  offered  no  objection,  for  in  all  such  matters  Old 
King  Brady’s  will  is  law. 

They  had  now  reached  the  raft. 

“Miss  Wandell  must  not  see  that  body,55  said  Old  King 
Brady.  “Help  me  to  carry  it  in  among  the  bushes  which 
grow  under  the  rocks  over  there.55 


This  was  done,  and  they  pushed  on  to  the  cave. 

“Any  luck?55  asked  Kit,  who  was  standing  outside  talk¬ 
ing  to  Bella. 

“No,55  replied  Old  King  Brady.  “We  have  discovered 
no  way  out.  I  have  concluded  that  we  will  all  take  a  walk 
around  the  crater  and  go  out  by  the  way  we  came  in,  if 
we  find  no  better  road.55 

“'Then  you  mean  to  return  to  Hangtown?55  demanded 
Kit. 

“Miss  Wandell  must  go  there.  I  will  stay  here  and 
continue  my  search  for  the  hermit.  If  you  will  go  with, 
my  partner  and  help  him  see  this  lady  safe  at  her  brother’s 
-ide  I  shall  be  greatly  obliged.” 

Kit  raised  no  objection,  nor  did  Bella,  after  a  few  re¬ 
marks  about  not  wishing  to  put  the  detectives  to  trouble. 

The  distance  around  the  lake  Old  King  Brady  thought 
r  ohd  -curcelv  exceed  three  miles. 


Bella  made  light  of  this,  as  she  did  the  walk  to  Hang- 

town. 

“Fm  well  used  to  walking,  i  can  do  twenty  miles,  if 

necessarY'” 

* 


And  so  they  started,  and  pushed  on  around  the  lake. 

When  they  passed  the  hermit’s  cave  not;  a  sound  was 
heard  within. 

Harry  could  hardly  restrain  his  curiosity  to  look  inside 
and  see  how  matters  stood. 

But  they  walked  on,  Kit  little  dreaming  that  he  was 
so  near  his  friend  Badman  Bill. 


CHAPTER  XI. 


AT  THE  MEJBCY  OE  A  MADMAN. 

“This  looks  like  it!” 

“Certainly  there  is  a  pass  here.” 

It  was  Old  King  Brady  who  made  the  first  remark. 

He  had  come  to  a  standstill  at  a  place  where  there  was 
a  narrow’  break  in  the  rocky  wall  of  the  crater. 

Harry,  answering,  entered  and  stood  looking  around. 

The  others  followed. 

The  break  was  about  five  feet  in  width. 

It  extended  upward  at  a  steep  inclination. 

It  seemed  to  wind  in  and  out  between  the  rocky  walls. 
They  could  only  see  along  its  length  a  short  distance. 

They  had  passed  about  half  the  distance  around  the 
lake  when  they  came  upon  this  break  in  the  towering 
cliffs. 

“I  believe  we  have  hit  it,55  said  Kit  Burns.  “But  I 
can’t  imagine  where  it  comes  out  above.” 

“Have  you  passed  all  around  the  crater  on  top?”  ques¬ 
tioned  Old  King  Brady. 

Kit  admitted  that  he  had  not,  so  the  matter  seemed  to 
be  scarcely  worth  discussing. 

“We  will  make  a  try  at  it,”  said  the  old  detective.  “If 
it  leads  nowhere,  wiry,  back  we  come — that  is  all.” 

So  they  started  up  this  curious  canyon,  if  it  can  be  so 
styled. 

It  led  in  and  out,  winding  now  to  the  right  and  now  to 
the  left  in  the  most  remarkable  fashion. 

At  no  point  was  it  impassable  for  horses. 

At  last  they  came  up  against  cliffs  which  would  have 
blocked  their  wray,  but  here  there  was  another  c-ave. 

The  passage  now  passed  underground,  so  to  speak. 

The  Bradys  got  out  their  dark  lanterns,  and  they  push¬ 
ed  on  underground. 

But  they  had  not  far  to  go. 

Suddenly  daylight  was  seen  ahead,  and  they  soon  came 
out  through  a  narrow  opening,  which  was  almost  concealed 
by  bushes. 

They  vTere  on  the  edge  of  the  forest  overlooking  a  deep 
valley. 

“Hangtown,  by  gracious!”  cried  Kit. 

There,  sure  enough,  lay  the  little  mining  town  nestled 
in  the  valley  far  below  them. 

“Why,  I  know  this  place  well!”  declared  Kit.  “Its  not 
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throe  miles  from  here,  and  an  easy  walk  enough  going 
down,  although  it  is  a  pretty  stiff  climb  coming  up.” 

“I  leave  you  here,”  said  Old  King  Brady.  “See  Miss 
Wazideli  safe,  Harry,  and  then  come  back  t<*  me.  Kit,  I 
•suppose  you  will  return,  too?” 

"Sure,”  replied  Kit.  “Look  out  the  hermit  don’t  catch 
jm.  while  we  are  gone.” 

‘'I’m  not  a  bit  afraid,”  replied  the  old  detective.  “But 

you  don’t  return  our  bargain  is  off.” 

He  bade  Bella  good-by,  and  stood  watching  as  the  three 
disappeared  down  the  slope. 

“I  e&n  only  hope  Harry  don’t  pass  Mr.  Baxter  and  his 
men,”  thought  the  old  detective,  as  he  turned  away.  “It 
would  be  a  shame  to  have  this  business  miscarry  now  that 
we  have  got  so  far  on  the  road  to  success.” 

He  turned  back,  and  re-entering  the  cave,  now  retraced 
Ilia  steps  down  to  the  lake. 

“Shall  I  find  my  man  there?”  he  asked  himself. 

.  Old  King  Brady  had  his  doubts,  and  yet  the  hermit  had 
been  very  carefully  tied. 

He  lost  no  time  in  getting  back  to  the  hermit’s  cave. 

•Standing  for  a  moment  by  the  tree,  be  listened. 

No  sound  could  be  heard  within. 

‘'It  can’t  be  that  he  has  managed  to  free  himself,” 
thought  Old  King  Brady. 

And  yet  no  one  knew  better  than  he  what  unusual 
things  a  madman  will  do. 

Drawing  his  revolver,  he  entered  the  cave. 

There  sat  Badman  Bill,  just  as  Old  King  Brady  had 
left  him. 

His  eyes  were  closed,  and  to  all  appearance  he  was 
^asleep. 

“Hello,  there!”  shouted  the  old  detective. 

The  eyes  opened,  and  the  hermit  regarded  Old  King 
Brady  with  a  sleepy  stare. 

“So  you  are  back  again?”  he  growled. 

“Back  again.  You  are  feeling  a  little  more  sociable 
than  when  I  left.  You  are  ready  to  talk  now?” 

“  Yes.  I  am  quiet  now.  He  is  gone.” 

“Who  do  you  mean?” 

'“The  black  man.” 

don’t  understand  you.  What  black  man  do  vou  refer 

“The  black  man  who  gets  inside  of  me.  You  can’t  see 
him,  halt  I  can. .  He  comes  every  once  in  a  while.” 

“Oh,  1  understand.  Some  invisible  friend  of  yours.” 

“He  is  no  friend.  He  is  my  worst  enemy.  When  he 
gets  hold  of  me  I  never  talk.  I  can’t.  He  wonT  let  me.” 

“Try  and  forget  him.” 

“Forget  him!  If  I  only  could!  But  never  mind.  Don’t 
let  us  talk  about  him.  Tell  me  who  you  are  and  why  vou 
have  tied  me  up  like  this?” 

It  was  really  remarkable  how  completely  the  man’s  face 
had  changed. 

But  it  was  all  in  the  expression.  Otherwise  it  was  the 
same,  dirty,  bearded  face.  • 

While  l>efore  it  had  resembled  the  face  of  some  wild 


beast,  now  the  man’s  whole  appearance  was  mild,  and  hia 
eyes  had  a  mournful,  pleading  expression  about  them 
which  was  almost  pitiful  to  see. 

“Why  don’t  yon  untie  me?  Why  don’t  you  take  off 
these  handcuffs?”  he  demanded.  “Why  do  you  stand  there 
with  that  revolver?  Are  you  afraid  of  me?  Don’t  you 
know  I  wouldn’t  hurt  a  fly?” 

“No,  I  don’t  know  it,  my  friend,”  said  Old  King  Brady. 
He  put  up  the  revolver,  however,  for  the  hermit  was  to 
all  appearance  perfectly  secured. 

“You  see,”  he  added,  “one  can’t  tell  at  what  minute 
the  black  man  may  get  hold  of  you  again.  You  are  pretty 
fierce  then.  One  has  to  be  prepared.” 

“Well,  that’s  right.  But  who  are  you?” 

“I  am  a  detective.  I  am  here  to  arrest  you  if  you  want 
the  truth.” 

“Is  that  so?  What  have  I  done?” 

“Perhaps  it  wasn’t  you,  but  the  black  man  who  held  up 
the  Wells  Fargo  treasure  stage  five  years  ago,  killed  the 
driver,  and  got  away  with  a  lot  of  gold,  of  which  I  suspect 
this  in  these  chests  is  a  part.” 

“No,  no!  I  know  nothing  about  that.  I  am  a  quiet 
man.  I  live  alone  in  these  mountains.  I  wouldn’t  do 
anything  like  that,” 

“Where  did  you  get  this  gold?” 

“I  don’t  know.  It  isn’t  mine.  It  belongs  to  the  black 
man.  I  throw  it  about,  but  he  picks  it  up  and  puts  it  back 
into  the  bags.  I  wish  I  could  get  rid  of  it.  Sometimes  I 
think  I’ll  throw  it  all  into  the  lake.” 

“What  is  your  name?” 

“My  name?” 

“Yes.” 

“They  used  to  call  me  Badman  Bill  when  I  worked  in 
the  mines  down  in  Nevada,  hut  that  was  on  account  of  the 
black  man.  He  was  always  getting  hold  of  me  and  making 
me  quarrel.  Personally  I’m  the  quietest  man  you  ever 
saw.” 

“Never  mind  the  black  man.  Tell  me  your  name.” 
“William  Williams  was  my  father’s  name.  IPs  mine, 
too.  Can  you  speak  Welsh?” 

“No,  I  can’t.” 

“I’m  sorry.  I  could  talk  to  you  better  in  Welsh.” 

“You  are  a  Welshman,  then?” 

“Yes.  I  learned  mining  in  Wales.  I  was  all  right 
there.  I  came  to  Nevada  and  worked  on  the  Comstock°  I 
was  nine  years  a  foreman  on  the  Consolidated  Virginia, 
and  I  vorked  three  years  for  the  Gould  and  Currv  people. 
It  was  there  that  the  accident  happened.” 

“The  accident?  What  was  that?” 

“A  big  beam  fell  on  my  head.  I  was  laid  up  in  the 
hospital  for  a  long  time.  It  was  there  that  the  black  man 

got  hold  of  me.  I  was  bothered  with  him  right  along  after 
that.  ” 

It  was  a  clear  case  enough. 

The  hermit  was  evidently  a  dangerous  lunatic. 

Old  King  Brady  questioned  him  further  and  learned— 
if  the  story  could  be  believed— that  the  man  did  not  stick 


THE  BRADYS  AND  “BADMAN  BILL.” 


m 


to  the  mountains  all  the  time,  but  frequently  paid  visits 
to  Seattle  and  other  places. 

He  stated  that  he  now  never  went  to  Hangtown  be¬ 
cause  the  “black  man"  had  ordered  him  not  to  and  had 
threatened  to  kill  him  if  he  did. 

H:s  talk  was  all  in  the  same  vein  and  will  not  be  givep 

in  full. 

At  last  he  asked  the  detective  to  set  him  free. 

“You  can  take  the  gold,”  he  said.  “I  don’t  care  what 
you  do  with  it.  I  have  been  trying  to  get  rid  of  the  stuff 
for  years,  but  it  won't  leave  me.  Only  thing  is  don’t  take 
me  away  from  these  mountains,  where  I  have  lived  so 
long.” 

‘‘We  will  see  about  that,”  was  the  reply.  “But  I  can’t 
set  you  free  yet,  my  poor  friend.  Later  we  will  see  what 
can  be  done.” 

The  old  detective  now  determined  to  continue  his  ex¬ 
plorations. 

Before  starting  it  seemed  only  prudence  to  make  sure 
that  the  hermit’s  bonds  were  secure. 

“Perhaps  I  can  loosen  these  cords  a  little,  and  so  make 
it  easier  for  you,”  he  said. 

He  had  no  real  intention,  however,  of  running  any  such 

risk. 


what  you  say.  Shall  I  kill  him?”  he  heard  the  hermit 
yell. 

Was  he  talking  to  the  imaginary  “black  man?” 

It  would  seem  so. 

“You  tell  me  not  to  kill  him?”  he  instantly  adcM. 
“Well,  I  must  do  what  you  say.  He  ought  to  be  killed, 
though.” 

He  bent  down  over  Old  King  Brady,  and  with  his  hand*, 
manacled  as  they  were,  began  feeling  in  his  pockets  a& 
best  he  could. 

Old  King  Brady  could  not  do  a  thing. 

The  blood  was  pouring  from  the  scalp  wound  on  hia 
head. 

And  now  everything  began  to  buzz  and  faintness  seized 
the  old  detective. 

For  a  moment  or  two  he  thus  lay  there  dead  to  the 
world. 

When  consciousness  returned  he  saw  the  hermit  stand¬ 
ing  near  the  mouth  of  the  cave. 

Evidently  there  was  much  method  in  this  man's  mad¬ 
ness. 

t 

He  had  in  some  way  managed  to  get  the  key  to  the 
handcuffs,  which  was  in  Old  King  Brady’s  vest  pock¬ 
et. 


All  he  wanted  was  to  make  certain  that  they  were  se¬ 
cure. 

He  stepped  forward  and  was  about  to  examine  the  leg 
cords,  stooping  for  the  purpose,  when  suddenly  the  hermit, 
with  a  fearful  yell,  threw  up  his  hands  and  brought  the 
handcuffs  down  upon  Old  King  Brady’s  head. 

He  had  gnawed  the  cords  almost  through,  as  afterwards 
developed. 

It  was  so  with  the  bonds  about  his  legs. 

He  sprang  to  his  feet  and  with  the  exception  of  the 

« 

handcuffs  was  free. 

It  was  a  crashing  blow. 

The  only  wonder  was  that  Old  King  Brady’s  skull  was 
not  fractured. 

But  the  old  detective  seemed  to  scent  what  was  coming 
and  tried  to  dodge. 

The  result  was  that  the  handcuffs  glanced  off  to  a  cer¬ 
tain  extent. 

Half  stunned,  and  with  a  severe  scalp  wound,  Old  King 
Brady  sank  down  nearly  unconscious.  * 

He  could  just  hold  himself  together,  and  no  more. 

He  thought  that  his  last  moment  in  life  had  surely 

come. 

“Shall  I  kill  him?  Shall  I  kill  him?  I  can’t  hear] 


He  held  the  key  between  his  teeth  and  was  trying  to 
open  the  handcuffs. 

At  the  same  instant  the  detective  caught  the  sound  of 

I 

|  horses  outside. 

Had  Harry  returned? 

Was  rescue  at  hand? 

The  handcuffs  dropped  off  and  fell  ringing  to  the  floor 
of  the  cave. 

“Horses!  Horses!”  shouted  the  hermit.  “Who  daxes 
to  bring  horses  down  here  into  my  peaceful  valley?” 

He  pulled  out  a  revolver. 

It  was  ’Old  King  Brady's — the  rifles,  all  but  cne,  bad 
gone  with  Harry.  That  one  the  detective  had  left  stand¬ 
ing  outside  the  cave. 

“I’m  done  for !”  thought  Old  King  Brady. 

He  fully  expected  a  shot. 

But  the  hermit  had  no  such  intention. 

His  wrath  now  was  directed  against  the  newcomers, 
whoever  they  might  be. 

“Kill !  Kill !  Kill !”  he  shouted,  and  then  rushed  out 
into  the  open. 

A  moment  later  there  was  a  shot. 

/ 

Shouts  followed. 

With  them  came  a  horrible  yell  and  another  shot. 

Then  all  was  still. 
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“Somebody  is  doing  business  out  there,  thought  Old 

King  Brady. 

He  tried  to  rise,  and  did  finally  manage  to  get  upon 

his  feet.  v  * 

But  it  was  only  to  be  seized  by  the  faintness  again. 

Old  King  Brady  dropped  back  upon  the  floor  of  the 
cave  once  more,  dead  to  the  world. 


CHAPTER  XII. 


CONCLUSION. 


Harry,  with  Kit  Burns  and  Bella  Wandell,  reached 
Hangtown  without  mishap. 

Bella  was  at  once  taken  to  the  house  where  her  brother 

lay. 

Arthur  Wandell  was  still  in  a  high  fever  and  out  of  his 
head. 

Bella  promptly  declared  her  intention  of  remaining 
with  him.  » 

Finding  that  he  could  be  of  no  assistance,  Young  King 
Brady  soon  left,  expecting  to  find  Kit  Burns  waiting  for 
him  downstairs. 

But  the  prospector  had  taken  his  departure,  and  when 
Harry  came  to  look  him  up  he  found  him  in  Bausch’s 

saloon  filling  up. 

Kit  was  boasting  of  his  adventures  in  the  mountains 
and  telling  how  he  was  going  back  to  help  the  Bradys 
catch  Badman  Bill. 

Seeing  that  the  case  was  hopeless,  Harry,  after  a  few 
minutes,  made  an  excuse  to  get  out  and  forgot  to  re¬ 
turn. 


“There  is  more  to  tell,”  he  said.  “We  have  captured 
Badman  Bill.” 

“So?”  cried  Baxter.  “Well,  well!  Perhaps  you  don t 
want  my  help  then?” 

“Oh,  but  we  do.  We  want  it  bad.  Just  hear  me  ou 
and  you  will  know  then  how  the  case  stands.” 

This  time  Young  King  Brady  was  allowed  to  finish  his 

story. 

“Well,  you  two  are  certainly  all  right,”  declared  Mr. 
Baxter.  “You  have  disposed  of  a  mystery  which  has 
bothered  Hangtown  these  five  years,  t,o  say  nothing  of  all 
the  rest  you  have  done.  Go  with  you  ?  Sure !  Just  give 
me  half  an  hour  and  we’ll  start  for  your  lake  with  a 
wagon  to  carry  the  gold  if  you  think  we  can  get  it  down 

there,  and  a  guard  of  half  a  dozen  men.” 

This,  of  course,  suited  Young  King  Brady  exactly. 

Mr.  Baxter  proved  as  good  as  his  word. 

Inside  of  half  an  hour  the  start  was  made. 

The  wagon  was  a  stout  two-wheeled  affair,  especially 

adapted  to  mountain  travel. 

So  they  took  the  trail  by  which  Harry  had  come  down 
and  pushed  on  up  the  mountain  side. 


* 


Old  Kino-  Brady  was  revived  from  his  second  fainting 

I  ^  ^  * 

fit  bv  a  pan  of  water  being  dashed  into  his  face. 

When  he  recovered  from  the  shock  of  this  violent  rem¬ 
edy  he  saw  standing  over  him  the  three  miners,  Nugent, 
Welch  and  Taylor. 

“Well,  and  what’s  the  matter  with  you?”  demanded  the 
former.  “Who  gave  you  that  crack  over  the  head?” 

Old  King  Brady  pulled  himself  up  to  a  sitting  posi¬ 
tion. 
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He  hurried  to  the  Kicking  Mule. 

Here  he  found  Mr.  Baxter  in  the  office  attending  to 

business. 

The  superintendent  was  cordial  enough  when  Young 
King  Brady  told  him  who  he  was. 

“Well,  say!”  he  exclaimed,  “so  those  fellows  deserted 

and  robbed  you?” 

“That’s  what  they  did.” 

“Confound  them!  You  can  never  depend  upon  any¬ 
body  nowadays.  It  is  too  bad.  I’m  afraid  Mr.  Brady  will 

hare  it  in  for  me.  But  no  matter.  I  was  tied  by  the  leg 
yesterday,  but  I’m  all  right  to-day.  Of  course,  I  will  help 

you.  I'll  get  a  force  together  and  be  with  you  right  now 
in  two  shakes.” 

All  this  the  superintendent  rattled  off  before  Hffrry 
had  a  chance  to  get  in  a  dozen  words. 


beginning  to  return. 

“Well,  boys,  so  we  meet  again?”  he  said.  “I  hope  it  is 
as  friends.  I  need  a  friend  now  the  worst  kind  of 
way.” 

Bui  he  had  no  such  hopes. 

Old  King  Brady  was  now  sparring  for  wind,  so  to 
speak. 

Many  of  the  gold  bags  had  been  taken  from  the  chests 
and  stood  about  with  their  contents  exposed. 

“Its  all  up  with  me  unless  I  can  jolly  these  fellows,” 

‘he  thought.  J 

He  had  no  doubt  that  they  had  shot  the  hermit,  and  he 
felt  that  it  would  probably  be  his  turn  next 

“Friends  nothing,”  growled  Welch.  “We  have  got 
nothing  against  you,  old  man,  but  we  rtc  out  for  bnsi- 
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ness.  There  is  no  such  thing  as  friends  in  business,  as 
you  very  well  know.” 

•  v 

“Well,  well,  bovs.  YYu  are  three  husky  fellows  against 
on:  wounded  old  man.  There  is  no  need  of  argument 
under  the  circumstances,  I  should  sav.” 

“Not  much,”  laughed  Bill  Taylor.  “Were  you  shot  by 
tliis  Badman  Bill?” 

“No;  hit  over  the  head  with  those  handcuffs  you  see 
Ivintr  over  there.” 

O 

“So?  They  make  a  bad  wound.  How  did  it  hap¬ 
pen?” 

“Well,  I  captured  him,  but  he  turned  the  tables  on  me. 
It's  a  long  story,  and  I  am  rather  weak  just  now.  By  the 
way,  you  didn't  see  anything  of  the  fellow,  I  suppose  ?” 

“Didn’t  we?  You  just  look  here,”  retorted  Nugent. 

He  seized  hold  of  Old  King  Brady  by  the  arm,  Welch 
catching  him  by  the  other. 

In  this  way  they  led  him  out  of  the  cave. 

And  there  the  old  detective  saw  just  what  he  expected 
to  see. 

Stretched  upon  the  stones  of  the  beach  lay  the  dead 
bodv  of  Badman  Bill. 

He  had  been  shot  through  the  heart. 

The  same  fate  which  he  had  dealt  out  to  Gus  Fielding 

and  Joe  Dillard  had  come  to  him. 

* 

The  horses  of  which  Old  King  Brady  had  been  robbed 
the  night  before  were  hobbled  nearby. 

“You  see,  old  man,”  said  Nugent,  who  was  the  most 
talkative  of  the  two,  “we  started  out  prospecting.  I  think 
we  have  struck  a  putty  rich  load.” 

“And  no  digging  about  it,  neither,”  added  Welch. 

“Except  to  dig  out,”  laughed  Taylor. 

“Exactly,”  said  Nugent.  “I  suppose,  Brady,  you  think 
we  followed  you  ?” 

“My  dear  fellow,  I’m  not  thinking.  My  head  hurts  me 
too  bad  for  that,”  the  old  detective  replied.  “Yrou  have 
got  there.  I’ve  got  left,  so  there  you  are.  What’s  the  use 
talking  any  more  about  it?” 

“Right  you  are,”  chuckled  Nugent. 

“I  would  like  to  know  what  finished  the  hermit,  how¬ 
ever.” 

“Oh,  you  would,  would  you?  Well,  I’ll  tell  you.  There 
were  three  shots  fired  by  three  prospectors.  One  of  them 
pat  your  Badman  Bill  out  of  business,  see?” 

“Do  you  know  I  think  you  have  had  pretty  good 

luck.” 

“We  think  so.  We  didn’t  follow  you,  I’ll  tell  you  that 
for  o  v  satisfaction.  We  struck  the  trail  which  leads  in 

r 


here  by  pure  accident.  You  know  how  rich  we  struck  it  in 
the  end.” 

“Yhs,  yes!”  said  Old  King  Brady,  wearily.  “Well, 
boys,  don't  keep  me  in  suspense.  Where  do  I  come  in  on 
this  deal?” 

“That’s  what  we  want  to  decide,”  replied  Nugent. 
“We  have  no  grudge  against  you,  but  at  the  same  time  we 
don't  want  you  turning  against  us.” 

“Let  me  go  and  I’ll  hobble  off  about  my  business. 
What  can  a  wounded  man  do  against  you  three?” 

“That’s  all  very  well,  but  we  know  the  reputation  of 
the  Bradys  for  getting  there.  I  don’t  think  that  will 
go.” 

“It's  up  to  you.” 

“Where’s  your  partner?” 

“I’ll  be  perfectly  frank  with  you.  We  discovered  the 
young  lady  we  were  searching  for.  He  escorted  her  to 
Hangtown  while  I  remained  here.” 

“He  did,  eh?  Then  he  will  be  coming  back  again,  and 

like  enough  bring  others  with  him.” 

“It  will  be  hours  before  he  can  return.” 

And  this  would  have  been  tme  enough  if  Harry  had 
gone  the  long  road  to  Hangtown. 

Old  King  Brady  had  spent  nearly  an  hour  in  his  con¬ 
versation  with  the  hermit. 

Fully  two  hours  had  elapsed  since  he  parted  from 
Harry. 

He  had  strong  hope  that  he  might  even  now  be  on  his 
way  back  to  the  lake. 

“Bradjr,”  said  Nugent,  “we  talked  your  case  out  to  & 
finish  before  we  brought  you  out  of  your  fit.  I'm  sorry 
to  inform  you  that  we  have  decided  it  won't  pay  to  let 
you  live.” 

“Is  that  so?” 

‘*It  is  so.” 

“And  that  don’t  suit  me  very  well,” 

“I  presume  not.  Still  it  can’t  be  helped.  Yes,  old 
man,  there  is  altogether  too  much  risk  in  letting  you  live, 
and  so  we  are  going  to  shoot  you,  but  we  will  give  you  half 
an  hour  to  say  your  prayers  in  and  so  to  prepare  for 
death.” 

“Kind!  Well,  I  suppose  I  must  take  it  as  it  comes.” 

“You  will  have  to.  We  have  been  through  you.  We 
have  got  your  knife  and  revolver.  You  are  helpless  in  our 
hands.” 

Old  King  Brady  tried  to  argue,  for  every  moment  of 
delay  was  precious. 

It  was  no  use,  however. 


THE  BRxVDYS  AND  “BADMAN  BILL.” 


28 

Nugent  and  Welsh  now  tied  him  to  the  tree  and  all 
three  went  into  the  cave. 

Old  King  Brady’s  situation  had  now  become  desper¬ 
ate. 

la  his  weak  condition  he  could  do  nothing. 

His  only  hope  was  now  in  Harry. 

The  moments  passed. 

He  could  hear  the  three  prospectors  talking,  but  he 
could  not  distinguish  words. 

Louder  and  louder  their  voices  were  raised. 

Evidently  they  were  quarreling  over  a  division  of  the 
spoils. 

And  now  all  at  once  Old  King  Brady’s  ears  caught  other 
sounds,  which  gave  him  hope. 

“Horses !”  he  murmured.  “Some  one  coming !  Can  it 
he  H$rry  at  last?  If  only  they  don’t  hear!” 

That  was  the  time  he  thanked  his  lucky  star  for  the 
qq&rrel  .inside. 

Mot  until  the  horses  were  almost  upon  them  did  the 
three  wretches  in  the  cave  hear  their  approach. 

Old  King  Brady  could  not  see. 

o  j 

His  back  was  turned  towards  the  approaching  horses. 

Out  of  the  cave  the  three  men  came  running. 

Threat  guns  !  It’s  Baxter  !”  Nugent  cried. 

They  had  left  their  rifles  further  down  the  shore,  where 
their  horses  were  hobbled,  and  thev  started  for  them  on 

s  V 

tS re  ran. 

"Mold  there,  or  you  are  dead  men!” 

It  was  Harry’s  voice. 

“’Hands  up !  Halt  or  we  fire !” 

This  time  it  was  Superintendent  Baxter  who  called. 

The  game  was  up. 

Half  a  dozen  shots  sent-  over  the  heads  of  the  three 
se-mndrels  brought  them  to  a  halt  and  immediate  sur- 

mu/Ier. 

Right  in  the  nick  of  time  Harry  had  come  to  the  res- 
cu^- 

Oid  King  Brady  was  saved ! 

********* 

As  for  the  rest  it  need  not  take  long  in  the  telling. 

* 

Mr.  Baxter  was  a  typical  Westerner. 

Even  if  the  Bradys  had  not  been  there  to  suggest  he 
would  have  known  just  what  to  do. 

The  prisoners  were  promptly  secured,  and  Old  King 
Brady  was  with  equal  promptness  released. 

The  old  detective's  story  was  soon  told. 

'“You  treacherous  dogs!”  cried  Baxter.  “We’ll  fix  vou. 

«  m 


Horse  stealing  may  he  enough,  but  if  it  isn’t  a  murder 
charge  will  finish  the  business.  ’ 

Soon  after  the  cart  arrived. 

It  had  not  been  difficult  to  get  it  through  the  pass. 

The  gold  was  loaded  on,  and  with  the  prisoners,  was 
safely  landed  at  Hangtown. 

On  a  second  trip  the  body  of  Badman  Bill  and  also  that 
of  Gus  Fielding  were  brought  from  the  nameless  lake,  and 
this  at  the  Bradys’  request. 

The  hermit  was  photographed  and  the  picture  subse¬ 
quently  identified  by  several  who  h^d  seen  him  before  the 
hold-up. 

Old  King  Brady  paid  the  expense  of  his  burial.  Field¬ 
ing’s  remains  were  taken  in  charge  by  a  friend. 

In  due  time  the  Bradys  landed  the  gold  safely  at  Se¬ 
attle,  where  the  Wells  Fargo  agent  took  charge  of  it. 

Muldoon,  at  Hangtown,  was  profuse  in  his  offers  of 
assistance. 

Of  course,  he  was  turned  down  by  the  detective  and 
later  was  turned  out  by  the  express  company. 

Arthur  Wandell  recovered  and  is  still  living  at  Hang¬ 
town  with  his  sister. 

Nugent,  Welch  and  Taylor  got  fifteen  years  each,  and 
are  still  doing  time. 

Kit  Burns  was  the  most  disgusted  man  on  record  when 
he  got  off  his  drunk. 

The  Wells  Fargo  Company  showed  their  usual  liber¬ 
ality  to  the  detectives,  and  Old  King  Brady  sent  a  good 
round  sum  to  Hangtown  to  be  divided  among  Mr.  Bax¬ 
ter’s  men,  but  not  a  cent  to  Kit. 

For  without  their  help  there  would  undoubtedly  have 
been  a  very  different  ending  to  the  case  of  “The  Bradys 
and  Badman  Bill.” 

|  THE  END. 
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“  8  Doing  It  QuicK;  or,  Ike  Brown’s  Hustle  at  Panama.  By  Captain  Hawthorn,  U.  S.  X.  “  “  8th 
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These  Books  Tell  You  Everything? 


A  COMPLETE  SET  IS  A  REGULAR  ENCYCLOPEDIA! 


Eacfa  book  consists  of  sixty-four  pages,  printed  on  good  paper,  in  clear  type  and  neatly  bound  in  an  attractive,  illustrated  cov« 
of  the  books  are  also  profusely  illustrated,  and  all  of  the  subjects  treated  upon  are  explained  in  such  a  simple  manner  that  any 
dbild  can  thoroughly .  understand  them*  Look  over  the  list  as  classified  and  see  if  you  want  to  know  anything  about  the  subje<^ 
<®«ntionedo  _ _ 
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fROM  THIS  OFFICE  ON  RECEIPT  OF  PRICE,  TEN  CENTS  EACH,  OR  ANY  THREE  BOOKS  FOR  TWENTY-FIVE 
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MESMERISM. 

No.  81.  HOW  TO  MESMERIZE.— Containing  the  most  ap_ 

t roved  methods  of  mesmerism ;  also  how  to  cure  all  kinds  of 
iseases  by  animal  magnetism,  or,  magnetic  healing.  By  Prof.  Leo 
Hugo  Koch,  A.  C.  S.t  author  of  “How  to  Hypnotize,”  etc. 

PALMISTRY. 

No.  82.  HOW  TO  DO  PALMISTRY.— Containing  the  most  ap* 
proved  methods  of  reading  the  lines  on  the  hand,  together  with 
a,  full  explanation  of  their  meaning.  Also  explaining  phrenology, 
and  the  kejl  for  telling  character  by  the  bumps  on  the  head.  By 
3Leo  Hugo  Koch,  A.  C.  S.  Fully  illustrated. 

HYPNOTISM. 

No.  83.  HOW  TO  HYPNOTIZE.— Containing  valuable  and  in¬ 
structive  information  regarding  the  science  of  hypnotism.  Algo 
explaining  the  most  approved  methods  which  are  employed  by  the 
loading  hypnotists  of  the  world.  By  Leo  Hugo  Koch,  A.C.S. 

SPORTING. 

No.  21.  HOW  TO  HUNT  AND  FISH.— The  most  complete 
hunting  and  fishing  guide  ever  published.  It  contains  full  in¬ 
structions  about  guns,  hunting  dogs,  traps,  trapping  and  fishing, 
together  with  descriptions  of  game  and  fish. 

No.  26.  HOW  TO  ROW,  SAIL  AND  BUILD  A  BOAT.— Fully 
Illustrated.  Every  boy  should  know  how  to  row  and  sail  a  boat. 
Full  instructions  are  given  in  this  little  book,  together  with  in¬ 
structions  on  swimming  and  riding,  companion  sports  to  boating. 

No.  47.  HOW  TO  BREAK,  RIDE  AND  DRIVE  A  HORSE.— 
Jl  complete  treatise  on  the  horse.  Describing  the  most  useful  horses 
for  business,  the  best  horses  for  the  road;  also  valuable  recipes  for 
diseases  peculiar  to  the  horse. 

No.  48.  HOW  TO  BUILD  AND  SAIL  CANOES.— A  handy 
book  for  boys,  containing  full  directions  for  constructing  canoes 
the  most  popular  manner  of  sailing  them.  Fully  illustrated. 
.Gy  0.  Stansfield  Hicks. 

*  FORTUNE  TELLING. 

SIo.  l.  NAPOLEON’S  ORACULUM  AND  DREAM  BO'  "7.— 
©sataining  the  great  oracle  of  human  destiny ;  also  the  true  mean¬ 
ing  cl  almost  any  kind  of  dreams,  together  with  charms,  ceremonies, 
curious  games  of  cards.  A  complete  book. 

No.  23.  HOW  TO  EXPLAIN  DREAMS.— Everybody  dreams, 
fame  t£s  little  child  to  the  aged  man  and  woman.  This  little  book 
the  explanation  to  all  kinds  of  dreams,  together  with  lucky 
ftn<.  JALicky  days,  and  “Napoleon’s  Oraculum,”  the  book  of  fajte. 

No.  28.  HOW  TO  TELL  FORTUNES.— Everyone  is  desirous  of 
knowing  what  his  future  life  will  bring  forth,  whether  happiness  or 
misery,  wealth  or  poverty.  You  can  tell  by  a  glance  at  this  little 
book.  Buy  one  and  be  convinced.  Tell  your  own  fprtune.  Tell 
the  fortune  of  your  friends. 

No.  76.  HOW  TO  TELL  FORTUNES  BY  THE  HAND.— 
Containing  rules  for  telling  fortunes  by  the  aid  of  lines  of  the  hand, 
or  the  secret  of  palmistry.  Also  the  secret  of  telling  future  events 
by  aid  of  moles,  marks,  scars,  etc.  Illustrated,  By  A.  Anderson, 

ATHLETIC. 

No.  6.  HOW  TO  BECOME  AN  ATHLETE.— Giving  full  in¬ 
struction  for  the  use  of  dumb  bells,  Indian  clubs,  parallel  bars, 
horizontal  bars  and  various  other  methods  of  developing  a  good, 
healthy  muscle ;  containing  over  sixty  illustrations.  Every  boy  can 
become  strong  and  healthy  by  following  the  instructions  contained 
In  this  little  book. 

No.  10.  HOW  TO  BOX. — The  art  of  self-defense  made  easy., 
Containing  over  thirty  illustrations  of  guards,  blows,  and  the  ditfer-' 
ent  positions  of  a  good  boxer.  Every  boy  should  obtain  one  of 
these  useful  and  instructive  books,  as  it  will  teach  you  how  to  box 
without  an  instructor. 

No.  25.  HOW  TO  BECOME  A  GYMNAST.— Containing  full 
instructions  for  all  kinds  of  gymnastic  sports  and  athletic  exercises. 
Embracing  thitty-five  illustrations.  By  Professor  W.  Macdonald. 
4  bandy  and  useful  book. 

No.  34.  IIOW  TO  FENCE. — Containing  full  instruction  for 
fencing  and  the  use  of  the  broadsword ;  also  instruction  in  archery. 
Described  with  twenty-one  practical  illustrations,  giving  the  best 
positions  in  fencing.  A  complete  book. 

TRICKS  WITH  CARDS. 

Nc  VL  now  TO  DO  TRICKS  WITH  CARDS.— Containing 
Explanations  of  the  general  principles  of  sleight-of-hand  applicable 
to  card  tricks;  of  card  tricks  with  ordinary  cards,  and  not  requiring 
ileigbt-of-band ;  of  tricks  involving  sleight-of-hand,  or  the  use  of 
facially  prepared  cards.  By  Professor  Ilaffner.  Illustrated. 


No.  72.  HOW  TO  DO  .SIXTY  TRICKS  WITH  CARDS.— Em 
bracing  all  of  the  latest  and  most  deceptive  card  tricks,  with  il 
lustrations.  sBy  A.  Anderson. 

No.  77.  HOW  TO  DO  FORTY  TRICKS  WITH  CARDS.— 
Containing  deceptive  Card  Tricks  as  performed  by  leading  conjurors 
and  magicians.  Arranged  for  home  amusement.  Fully  illustrated. 

-  MAGIC.  J 

No.  2.  HOW  TO  DO  TRICKS.— The  great  book  of  magic  anl 
card  tricks,  containing  full  instruction  on  all  the  leading  card  tricks 
of  the  day,  also  the  most  popular  magical  illusions  as  performed  by 
our  leading  magicians ;  every  boy  should  obtain  a  copy  of  this  book, 
as  it  will  both  amuse  and  instruct. 

No.  22.  HOW  TO  DO  SECOND  SIGHT. — Heller’s  second  sight 
explained  by  his  former  assistant,  Fred  Hunt,  Jr.  Explaining  how 
the  secret  dialogues  were  carried  on  between  the  magician  and  the 
boy  on  the  stage ;  also  giving  all  the  codes  and  signals.  The  only 
authentic  explanation  of  second  sight. 

No.  43.  HOW  TO  BECOME  A  MAGICIAN.— Containing  the 
grandest  assortment  of  magical  illusions  ever  placed  before  the 
public.  Also  tricks  with  cards,  incantations,  etc. 

No.  68.  HOW  TO  DO  CHEMICAL  TRICKS.— Containing  over 
one  hundred  highly  amusing  and  instructive  tricks  with  chemicals. 
By  A.  Anderson.  Handsomely  illustrated. 

No.  69.  HOW  TO  DO  SLEIGHT  ©F  HAND.— Containing  over 
fifty  of  the  latest  and  best  tricks  used  by  magicians.  Also  contain¬ 
ing  the  secret  of  second  sight.  Fully  illustrated.  Bv  A.  Anderson, 

No.  79.  HOW  TO  MAKE  MAGIC  TOYS.— Containing  full 
directions  for  making  Magic  Toys  and  devices  of  many  kinds.  By 
A.  Anderson.  Fully  illustrated. 

No.  73.  HOW  TO  DO  TRICKS  WITH  NUMBERS.— Showing 
many  curious  tricks  with  figures  and  the  magic  of  numbers.  By  A. 
Anderson.  Fully  illustrated. 

No.  75.  HOW  TO  BECOME  A  CONJUROR.  —  Containing 
tricks  with  Dominos,  Dice,  Cups  and  Balls,  Hats,  etc.  Embracing 
thirty-six  illustrations.  By  A.  Anderson. 

No.  78.  HOW  TO  DO  THE  BLACK  ART.— Containing  a  com 
plete  description  of  the  mysteries  of  Magic  and  Sleight  of  Hand 
together  with  many  wonderful  experiments.  By  A.  Anderson 
Illustrated. 

MECHANICAL. 

No.  29.  HOW  TO  BECOME  AN  INVENTOR.— Every  boy 
should  know  how  inventions  originated.  This  book  explains  them 
all,  giving  examples  in  electricity,  hydraulics,  magnetism,  optics, 
pneumatics,  mechanics,  etc.  The  most  instructive  book  published. 

No.  56.  HOW  TO  BECOME  AN  ENGINEER. — Containing  full 
instructions  how  to  proceed  in  order  to  become  a  locomotive  en-| 
gineer;  also  directions  for  building  a  model  locomotive;  together 
with  a  full  description  of  everything  an  engineer  should  know. 

No.  57.  HOW  TO  MAKE  MUSICAL  INSTRUMENTS. — Full 
directions  how  to  make  a  Banjo,  Violin,  Zither,  .Eolian  Harp,  Xylo¬ 
phone  and  other  musical  instruments ;  together  with  a  brief  de¬ 
scription  of  nearly  every  musical  instrument  used  in  ancient  or 
modern  times.  Profusely  illustrated.  By  Algernon  S.  Fitzgerald, 
for  fiwenty  years  bandmaster  of  the  Royal  Bengal  Marines. 

No.  59.  HOW  TO  MAKE  A  MAGIC  LANTERN. — Containing 
a  description  of  , the  lantern,  together  with  its  history  and  invention. 
Also  full  directions  for  its  use  and  for  painting  slides.  Handsomely 
illustrated.  By  John  Allen.  1 

No.  71.  HOW  TO  DO  MECHANICAL  TRICKS. — Containing 
complete  instructions  for  performing  over  sixty  Mechanical  Tricks 
By  A.  Anderson.  Fully  illustrated. 


LETTER  WRITING. 

No.  11  HOW  TO  WRITE  LOVE-LETTERS.— A  most  com 
plete  little  book,  containing  full  d.rections  for  writing  love-letters, 
and  when  to  use  tkorn,  giving  specimen  letters  for  voung  and  old 

No.  12.  HOW  TO  WRITE  LETTERS  TO  LADIES.— Giving 
complete  instructions  for  writing  letters  to,  ladies  on  all  subjects 
also  letters  of  introduction,  notes  and  requests. 

No.  24.  HOW  TO  WRITE  LETTERS  TO  GENTLEMEN 
Containing  full  directions  for  writing  to  gentlemen  on  all  subject* 
also  giving  sample  letters  for  instruction. 

No.  53.  HOW  TO  WRITE  LETTERS.— A  wonderful  littv 
book,  telling  you  how  to  wrpj  to  your  sweetheart,  your  father. 

any- 
oung 


mother,  sister,  brother,  employer;  and,  in  fact,  everybody  and 
body  you  wish  to  write  to.  Every  young  man  and  eveiy  y 
lady  in  the  land  should  have  this  book. 

'  »  74.  HOW  TO  WRITE  LETTERS  CORRECTLY. -Co* 

raining  lull  instructions  for  writing  lottors  on  almost  Any 
also  rules  for  punctuation  and  composition,  with  specimen  letter 


|  Ofc»' 


THE  STAGE. 

A  -.  41.  THE  HOYS  OF  NEW  YORK  END  MEN’S  Jv/KE 
BOOK. — Containing  a  groat  variety  of  the  latest  jokes  used  by  the 
■nost  famous  end  men.  No  amateur  minstrels  is  complete  without 
this  wonderful  little  book. 

No.  42.  THE  BOYS  OF  NEW  YORK  STUMP  SPEAKER.— 
Coiuaining  a  varied  assortment  of  stump  speeches,  Negro,  Dutch 
and  Irish.  Also  end  men’s  jokes.  Just  the  thing  for  home  amuse¬ 
ment  and  amateur  shows. 

No.  43.  THE  BOYS  OF  NEW  YORK  MINSTREL  GUIDE 
AND  JOKE  B^OK.- — Something  new  and  very  instructive.  Every 
boy  should  obtain  this  book,  as  it  contains  full  instructions  for  or¬ 
ganizing  an  amateur  minstrel  troupe. 

No.  65.  MLLDOON’S  JOKES. — This  is  one  of  the  most  original 
joke  books  ever  published,  aud  it  is  brimful  of  wit  and  humor.  It 
contains  a  large  collection  of  songs,  jokes,  conundrums,  etc.,  of 
Terrence  Muldoon,  the  great  wit,  humorist,  arid  practical  joker  Of 
the  day.  Every  bey  who  can  enjoy  a  good  substantial  joke  should 
obtain  a  copy  immediatelv. 

No.  79.  H0W  T®  BECOME  AN  ACTOR.— Containing  com¬ 
plete  instructions  hew  to  make  up  for  various  characters  on  the 
stage  ;  together  with  the  duties  of  the  Stage  Manager,  Prompter, 
Scenic  Artist  and  Property  Man.  By  a  prominent  Stage  Manager. 

No.  SO.  GUS  WILLIAMS’  JOKE  BOOK.— Containing  the  lat¬ 
est  jokes,  anecdotes  and  funny  stories  of  this  world-renowned  and 
ever  popular  German  comedian.  Sixty-four  pages ;  handsome 
colored  cover  containing  a  half-tone  photo  of  the  author. 

HOUSEKEEPING. 

No.  16.  HOW  TO  KEEP  A  WINDOW  GARDEN.— Containing 
full  instructions  for  constructing  a  window  garden  either  in  town 
or  country,  and  the  most  approved  methods  for  raising  beautiful 
dowers  at  home.  The  most  complete  book  of  the  kind  ever  pub¬ 
lished. 

No.  SO.  HOW  TO  COOK. — One  of  the  most  instructive  books 
jn  cooking  ever  published.  It  contains  recipes  for  cooking  meats, 
fish,  game,  and  oysters ;  also  pies,  puddings,  cakes  and  all  kinds  of 
pastry,  and  a  grand  collection  of  recipes  by  one  of  our  most  popular 
cooks. 

No.  37.  HOW  TO  KEEP  HOUSE. — It  contains  information  for 
everybody,  hoys,  girls,  men  and  women  ;  it  will  teach  you  hoW  to 
make  almost  anything  around  the  house,  such  as  parlor  ornaments, 
brackets,  cements,  Aeolian  harps,  and  bird  lime  for  catching  birds. 

ELECTRICAL. 

No.  46.  HOW  TO  MAKE  AND  USE  ELECTRICITY.— A  de¬ 
scription  of  the  wonderful  uses  of  electricity  and  electro  magnetism  ; 
together  with  full  instructions  for  making  Electric  Toys,  Batteries, 
«tc.  By  George  Trebel,  A.  M.,  M.  D.  Containing  over  fifty  il¬ 
lustrations. 

No.  64.  HOW  TO  MAKE  ELECTRICAL  MACHINES.— Con¬ 
taining  full  directions  for  making  electrical  machines,  induction 
coils,  dynamos,  and  many  novel  toys  to  be  worked  by  electricity. 
By  R.  A.  R.  Bennett.  Fully  illustrated. 

No.  67.  HOW  TO  DO  ELECTRICAL  TRICKS.— Containing  a 
■arge  collection  of  instructive  and  highly  amusing  electrical  tricks, 
together  with  illustrations.  By  A.  Anderson. 

ENTERTAINMENT. 

No.  9.  HOW  TO  BECOME  A  VENTRILOQUIST— By  Harry 
Kennedv.  The  secret  given  away.  Every  intelligent  boy  reading 
this  book  of  instructions,  by  a  practical  professor  (delighting  multi¬ 
tudes  every  night  with  his  wonderful  imitations),  can  master  the 
art,  and  create  any  amount  of  fun  for  himself  and  friends.  It  is  the 
greatest  book  ever  published,  and  there’s  millions  (of  fun)  in  it. 

No.  20.  HOW  TO  ENTERTAIN  AN  EVENING  PARTY.— A 
very  valuable  little  book  just  published.  A  complete  compendium 
of  games,  sports,  card  -diversions,  comic  recitations,  ‘  etc.,  suitable 
for  parlor  or  drawing-room  entertainment.  It  contains  more  for  the 
money  than  any  book  published. 

No.  35.  HOW  TO  PLAY  GAMES. — A  complete  and  useful  little 
book,  containing  the  rules  and  regulations  of  billiards,  bagatelle, 
backgammon,  croquet,  dominoes,  etc. 

No.  36.  HOW  TO  SOLVE  CONUNDRUMS. — Containing  all 
the  leading  conundrums  of  the  day,  amusing  riddles,  curious  catches 
and  witty  sayings. 

No.  52.  HOW  TO  PLAY  CARDS. — A  complete  and  handy  little 
book,  giving  the  rules  and  full  directions  for  playing  Euchre,  Crib- 
bage.  Casino,  Forty-Five,  Rounce,  Pedro  Sancho,  Draw  Poker, 
Auction  Pitch,  All  Fours,  and  many  other  popular  games  of  cards. 

No.  66.  HOW  TO  DO  PUZZLES. — Containing  over  three  hun¬ 
dred  "interesting  puzzles  and  conundrums,  with  key  to  same.  A 
complete  book.  Fully  illustrated.  By  A.  Anderson. 

*  ETIQUETTE. 

No.  13.  HOW  TO  DO  IT ;  OR,  BOOK  OF  ETIQUETTE— It 
is  a  great  life  secret,  and  one  that  every  young  man  desires  to  know 
•  m  about.  There’s  happiness  in  it. 

No  33.  HOW  TO  BEHAVE. — Containing  the  rules  and  etiquette 
o'  good  society  and  the  easiest  and  most  approved  methods  of  ap¬ 
pearing  to  good  advantage  at  parties,  balls,  the  theatre,  church,  and 
in  the  drawing-room. 

DECLAMATION. 

No  27.  HOW  TO  RECITE  AND  BOOK  OF  RECITATIONS. 
--Containing  the  most  popular  selections  in  use,  comprising  Dutch 
dlabwt,  French  dialect,  Yankee  and  Irish  dialect  pieces,  together 
«ritk  many  standard  readings 


No.  31.  HOW  TO  BECOME  A  SPEAKER.— Containing  (<n.t 
teen  illustrations,  giving  the  different  positions  requisite  to  becomt 
a  good  speaker,  reader  and  elocutionist.  Also  containing  gems  fron 
all  the  popular  authors  of  prose  and  poetry,  arranged  in  the  molt 
simple  and  concise  manner  possible. 

No.  49.  IIO\V  TO  DEBATE.— Giving  rules  for  conducting  d<.v 
bates,  outlines  for  debates,  questions  for  discussion,  and  the  betf) 
sources  for  procuring  information  on  the  questions  given. 

SOCIETY. 

No.  8.  HOW  TO  FLIRT. — The  arts  and  wiles  of  flirtation  drft 
fully  explained  by  this  little  book.  Besides  the  various  methods  of 
handkerchief,  fan,  glove,  parasol,  window  and  hat  flirtation,  it  con¬ 
tains  a  full  list  of  the  language  and  sentiment  of  flowers,  which  i» 
interesting  to  everybody,  both  old  and  young.  You  cannot  be  happ^ 
without  one. 

No.  4.  HOW  TO  DANCE  is  the  title  of  a  new  and  handsome 
little  book  just  issued  by  Frank  Tousey.  It  contains  full  instruc¬ 
tions  in  the  art  of  dancing,  etiquette  in  the  ball-room  and  at  parties, 
how  to  dress,  and  full  directions  for  calling  off  in  all  popular  square 
dances 

No.  5.  HOW  TO  MAKE  LOVE. — A  complete  guide  to  lov«„ 
courtship  and  marriage,  giving  sensible  advice,  rules  aud  etiqriettfc 
to  be  observed,  with  many  curious  and  interesting  things  not  gen¬ 
erally  known. 

No.  17.  HOW  TO  DRESS. — Containing  full  instruction  in  th$ 
art  of  dressing  and  appearing  well  at  home  and  abroad,  giving  th4- 
selections  of  colors,  material,  and  how  to  have  them  made  up. 

No.  18.  HOW  TO  BECOME  BEAUTIFUL.— One  of  tfia 
brightest  and  most  valuable  little  books  ever  given  to  the  world 
Everybody  wishes  to  know  how  to  become  beautiful,  both  male  and 
female.  The  secret  is  simple,  and  almost  costless.  Read  this  book 
and  be  convinced  how  to  become  beautiful. 

BIRDS  AND  ANIMALS. 

No.  7.  HOW  TO  KEEP  BIRDS.— Handsomely  illustrated  an* 
containing  full  instructions  for  the  management  and  training  of  th« 
canary,  mockingbird,  bobolink,  blackbird,  paroquet,  parrot,  etc. 

No.  39.  HOW  TO  RAISE  DOGS,  POULTRY,  PIGEONS  AND 
RABBITS, — A  Useful  and  instructive  book.  Handsomely  illus¬ 
trated.  By  Jra  Drofraw. 

No.  40.  HOW  TO  MAKE  AND  SET  TRAPS.— Including  hints 
on  how  to  catch  mol'es,  wreasels,  otter,  rats,  squirrels  arid  birdsu 
Also  hbw  to  cure  skins.  Copiously  illustrated.  By  J.  Harrington 
Keene 

No.  ’  50.  HOW  TO  STUFF  BIRDS  AND  ANIMALS.— A. 
valuable  book,  giving  iustructions  in  collecting,  preparing,  mounting 
and  preserving  birds,  animals  and  insects. 

No.  54.  HOW  TO  KEEP  AND  MANAGE  PETS.— Giving  com 
plete  information  as  to  the  manner  and  method  of  raising,  keeping, 
taming,  breeding,  and  managing  all  kinds  of  pets ;  also  giving  fui? 
instructions  for  making  cages,  etc.  Fully  explained  by  twenty-eigiP 
illustrations,  making  it  the  most  complete  book  of  the  kind  evei* 
published. 

MISCELLANEOUS. 

No.  8.  HOW  TO  BECOME  A  SCIENTIST.— A  useful  and  la 
structive  book,  giving  a  complete  treatise  on  chemistry ;  also  eat 
periments  in  acoustics,  mechanics,  mathematics,  chemistry,  and  di 
flections  for  making  fireworks,  colored  fires,  and  gas  balloons.  This 
book  cannot  be  equaled. 

No.  14.  HOW  TO  MAKE  CANDY.— A  complete  hand-bqok  fotf 
making  all  kinds  of  candy,  ice-cream,  syrups,  essences,  etc.,  etc. 

No.  84.  HOW  TO  BECOME  AN  AUTHOR.— Containing  full 
information  regarding  choice  of  subjects,  the  use  of  words  and  th* 
manner  of  preparing  and  submitting  manuscript.  Also  containing 
valuable  information  as  to  the  neatness,  legibility  and  general  com 
position  of  manuscript,  essential  to  a  successful  author.  By  Prince 

I^1No.d38.  HOW  TO  BECOME  YOUR  OWN  DOCTOR.— A  won¬ 
derful  book,  contaiping  useful  and  practical  information  in  th« 
treatment  of  ordinary  diseases  and  ailments  common  to  every 
family.  Abounding  in  useful  and  effective  recipes  for  general  com 
plajnts. 

No.  55.  HOW  TO  COLLECT  STAMPS  AND  COINS. — Con¬ 
taining  valuable  information  regarding  the  collecting  and  arranging 
of  stamps  and  coins.  Handsomely  illustrated. 

No.  56.  HOW  TO  BE  A  DETECTIVE.— By  Old  King  Brady, 
the  world-known  detective.  In  which  he  lays  down  some  valuable 
and  sensible  rules  for  beginners,  and  also  relates  some  adventure® 
and  experiences  of  well-known  detectives. 

No.  6©.  HOW  TO  BECOME  A  PHOTOGRAPHER.— Contain 
ing  useful  information  regarding  the  Camera  and  how  to  work  it; 
also  how  to  make  Photographic  Magic  Lantern  Slides  and  other 
Transparencies.  Handsomely  illustrated.  By  Captain  W.  De  W. 
Abney 

No.  62.  HOW  TO  BECOME  A  WEST  POINT  MILITARY 
CADET. — Containing  full  explanations  how  to  gain  admittance, 
course  of  Study,  Examinations,  Duties,  Staff  of  Officers,  Post 
Guard,  Police  Regulations,  Fire  Department,  and  all  a 'boy  should! 
know  to  be  a  Cadet.  Compiled  and  written  by  Lu  Senarens,  author 
of  “HoW  to  Become  a  Naval  Cadet.” 

No.  63.  IIOW  TO  BECOME  A  NAVAL  CADET.— Complete  in¬ 
structions  of  how  to  gain  admission  to  the  Annapolis  Naval 
Academy.  Also  containing  the  course 'of  instruction,  description 
of  grounds  and  buildings,  historical  sketch,  and  everything  a  boy 
should  know  to  become  an  officer  in  the  United  States 'Navy.  Com 
piled  and  written  by  Lu  Senarens,  author  of  “How  to  Become  m 
West  Point  Military  Cadet.” 


PRICE  10  CENTS  EACH,  OR  3  FOR  25  CENTS. 

Address  FKANK  TOUSEY,  Publisher,  24  Union  Square,  New  York. 


WILD  WES 


WEEKLY 


ft  fflagazine  Containing  Stones,  Sketches,  etc.,  of  Western  Life. 


32  PAGES.  PRICE  5  CENTS.  32  PAGES. 

EACH  NUMBER  IN  A  HANDSOME  COLORED  COVER. 

All  of  these  exciting  stories  are  founded  on  facts.  Young  Wild  West  is  a  hero  with  whom  the  author  was  acquainted. 
His  daring  deeds  and  thrilling  adventures  have  never  been  surpassed.  They  form  the  base  of  the  most  dashing  stories 
ever  published.  Read  the  following  numbers  of  this  most  interesting  magazine  and  be  convinced: 


LATEST  ISSUES: 

125  Young  Wild  West's  Winning  Streak;  or,  A  Straight  Trail  to 
Tombstone. 

126  Young  Wild  West's  Lightning  Lariat ;  or,  Arietta  and  the  Road 

Agents. 

127  Young  Wild  West’s  Red-Hot  Ride  ;  or.  Pursued  by  Comanches. 

128  Young  Wild  West  and  the  Blazed  Trail  ;  or,  Arietta  as  a  Scout. 

129  Young  Wild  West's  Four  of  a  Kind  :  or,  A  Curious  Combination. 

130  Young  Wild  West  Caught  by  the  Crooks;  or.  Arietta  on  Hand. 

131  Young  Wild  West  and  the  Ten  Terrors ;  or,  The  Doom  of  Dashing 

Dan. 

132  Young  Wild  West's  Barrel  of  “Dust”  ;  or.  Arietta's  Chance  Shot. 

133  Young  Wild  West's  Triple  Claim  ;  or,  Simple  Sam,  the  “Sun¬ 

downer.” 

134  Young  Wild  West’s  Curious  Compact ;  or,  Arietta  as  an  Avenger. 

135  Young  Wild  West's  Wampum  Belt  ;  or.  Under  the  Ban  of  the  Utes. 

136  Young  Wild  West  and  the  Rio  Grande  Rustlers  ;  or,  The  Branding 

at  Buckhorn  Ranch. 

137  Young  Wild  West  and  the  Line  League  ;  or,  Arietta  Among  the 

Smugglers. 

138  Young  Wild  West’s  Silver  Spurs  :  or,  Fun  at  Fafirplay  Fair. 

139  Young  Wild  West  Among  the  Blackfeet ;  or,  Arietta  as  a  Sorceress. 

140  Young  Wild  West  on  the  Yellowstone;  or.  The  Secret  of  Whe 

Hidden  Cave. 

141  Young  Wild  West's  Deadly  Aim ;  or,  Arietta’s  Greatest  Danger. 

142  Young  Wild  West  at  the  “Jumping  Off”  Place ;  or,  The  Worst 

Camp  in  the  West. 

143  Young  Wild  West  and  the  “Mixed-Up”  Mine  ;  or,  Arietta  a  Winner. 

144  Young  Wild  West's  Hundred  Mile  Race;  or,  Beating  a  Big  Bunch. 

145  Young  Wild  West  Daring  the  Danites ;  or,  The  Search  for  a 

Missing  Girl. 

146  Young  Wild  West’s  Lively  Time;  or,  The  Dandy  Duck  of  the 
„  Diggings. 

ZounZ  mw®st  at  Hold-Up  Canyon  ;  or,  Arietta's  Great  Victory. 
148  Young  Wild  West’s  Square  Deal;  or,  Making  the  “Bad”  Men 
Good. 

,149  Young  Wild  W7est  Cowing  the  Cowboys;  or,  Arietta  and  the 
Prairie  Fire. 

;150  Young  W7ild  West  and  Navajo  Ned  ;  or,  The  Hunt  for  the  Half- 
Breed  Hermit. 

151  Young  Wild  West's  Virgin  Vein  ;  or,  Arietta  and  the  Cave-in. 
3.52  Young  Yild  Wests  Cowboy  Champions;  or,  The  Trip  to  Kansas 

Young  Wild  West’s  Even  Chance;  or,  Arietta's  Presence  of  Mind 
(lo4  Young  ^est  and  the  Flattened  Bullet;  or,  The  Man  Who' 

!155  Young  Wild  West's  Gold  Game;  or,  Arietta’s  Full  Hand. 

I  1  Crooks  1  d  ^ests  Cowb°y  Scrimmage;  or,  Cooking  a  Crowd  of 

!'157  Y°Lafted  ad  Wei?  ^  the  Arizona  Athlete ;  or,  The  Duel  that 
158  Young ^Wild  West  and  the  Kansas  Cowboys;  or,  Arietta's  Clean 

j159  Youngj  Wild  West  Doubling  His  Luck  ;  or,  The  Mine  that  Made  a 


160  Young  Wild  West  and  the  Loop  of  Death ;  or,  Arietta's  Gold 

Cache. 

161  Young  Wild  W7est  at  Boiling  Butte;  or.  Hop  Wah  and  the  High¬ 

binders. 

p.62  Young  Wild  W7est  Paying  the  Pawnees ;  or,  Arietta  Held  for 
Ransom. 

163  Young  W7ild  West's  Shooting  Match  ;  or.  The  “Show-Down”  at 

Shasta. 

164  Young  Wild  West  at  Death  Divide ;  or,  Arietta's  Great  Fight 

165  Young  Wild  WTest  and  the  Scarlet  Seven  ;  or,  Arietta's  Daring 

Leap. 

166  Young  Wild  West’s  Mirror  Shot  ;  or,  Rattling  the  Renegades 

167  Young  Wild  West  and  the  Greaser  Gang  ;  or,  Arietta  as  a  Spv 

168  Young  W7ild  West  losing  a  Million  ;  or,  How  Arietta  Helped  Him 

Out. 

169  Young  Wild  West  and  the  Railroad  Robbers  ;  or,  Lively  Work  in 

Utah. 

170  Young  Wild  West  Corraling  the  Cow-Punchers  ;  or.  Arietta's  Swim 

for  Life. 

171  Young  Wild  West  “Facing  the  Music”  ;  or,  The  Mistake  the  Lynch¬ 

ers  Made. 

172  Young  Wild  West  and  “Montana  Mose”  ;  or,  Arietta's  Messenger 

of  Death. 

173  Young  Wild  West  at  Grizzly  Gulch  ;  or,  The  Shot  that  Saved  the 

Camp. 

174  Young  Wild  West  on  the  Warpath  ;  or,  Arietta  Among  the  Ara- 

pahoes. 

175  Young  Wild  West  and  “Nebraska  Nick”  ;  or.  The  Cattle  Thieves 

of  the  Platte. 

176  Young  Wild  West  and  the  Magic  Mine;  or.  How  Arietta  Solved  a. 

Mystery.  v 

177  Young  Wild  West  as  a  Cavalry  Scout :  or.  Saving  the  Settlers. 

178  Young  Wild  West  Beating  the  Bandits;  or.  Arietta's  Best  Shot. 

179  Young  Wild  West  and  “Crazy  Hawk”  ;  or,  The  Redskins’  Last 

Raid. 

180  Young  Wild  West  Chasing  the  Cowboys;  o*  Arietta  the  Lariat 

Queen. 

181  Young  Wild  West  and  the  Treacherous  Trapper;  oi,  Lost  in  the  Great 

North  Woods. 

1S2  Young  Wild  West's  Dash  to  Deadwood ;  or.  Arietta  and  the 
Kidnappers. 

183  Y'oung  Wild  West's  Silver  Scoop ;  or,  Cleaning  Up  a  Hundred 

Thousand. 

184  Young  Wild  West  and  the  Oregon  Outlaws;  or,  Arietta  as  a 

“Judge.” 

185  Young  Wild  West  and  “Mexican  Matt”;  or,  Routing  the  Rawhide 

Rangers. 

Young  Wild  West/and  the  Comanche  Queen;  or.  Arietta  as  an  Archer. 
187  Young  Wild  West  and  the  “Gold  Ring”;  or.  The  Flashy  Five  of  Four 

T  1 U  S 1 1  • 

!  §2  Young  Wild  West’s  Double  Rescue;  or.  Arietta’s  Race  with  Death. 

189  Young  Wild  West  and  the  Texas  Rangers;  or.  Crooked  Work  on  the 

Rio  Grande. 

190  Young  Wild  West’s  Branding  Bee;  or,  Arietta  and  the  Cow  Punchers, 
j  l  Y  oung  Wild  West  and  his  Partner’s  Pile,  and  How  Arietta  Saved  It. 

1  J  -  Young  Wild  West  at  Diamond  Dip;  or,  Arietta’s  Secret  Foe. 


1  For  sale  by  all  newsdealers,  or  will  be  sent  to  any  address  on  receipt  of  price,  5  cents  per  copy,  in  money  or  postage  stamps,  by 

FRANK  TOUSEY.  Publisher,  24  Union  Square,  New  York. 
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SECRET  SERVICE 

OLD  AND  YOUNG  KING  BRADY,  DETECTIVES. 

PRICE  5  CTS.  32  PAGES.  COLORED  COVERS.  ISSUED  WEEKLY 


LATEST  ISSUES: 

The  Mystery  of  Mill  No.  13. 
mge  Case  of  Jeweler  James. 
Rounding  up  the  ‘‘Terror’’ 

317  The  Iiradys  and  the  Boss  of  Broad  Street ;  or,  The  Case  of  the 
r  “King  of  the  Curb.” 

oi  ?  The  Bradys  Desert  Trail  ;  or,  Lost  on  the  Deadman's  Run. 
old  The  Bradys  and  the  Opium  Syndicate;  or,  After  the  “Marquis” 
of  Mott  Street. 

320  The  Bradys  and  “General  Jinks”  ;  or,  After  the  Cara  Crooks  of 

the  “Katy  Flyer.” 

321  The  Bradys  and  the  Man  With  the  Barrel ;  or,  Working  for  the 

,  Prince  of  Wall  Street. 

322  The  Bradys  and  “Bedrock  Bill”  ;  or,  The  “Deadmen”  from  Dead- 

wood. 

323  The  Bradys  and  the  “King”  -of  Chicago  ;  or,  The  Man  Who  Cor¬ 

nered  Corn. 

324  The  Bradys  and  Admiral  Brown  ;  or,  Working  for  the  United 

States  Navy. 

325  The  Bradys  and  “Madame  Millions”  ;  or,  The  Case  of  the  Wall 

Street  Queen. 

326  The  Bradys  and  the  “Prince”  of  Pekin  ;  or,  Called  on  a  Chinese 

Clew. 

327  The  Bradys  Facing  Death  ;  or,  Trapped  by  a  Clever  Woman, 

oor  Bradys  Ki0  Grande  Raid  ;  or,  Hot  Work  at  Badman’s  Bend 

329  The  Bradys'  Madhouse  Mystery  ;  or,  The  Search  for  Madame  Mont- 

ford. 

330  The  Bradys  and  the  Swamp  Rats ;  or,  After  the  Georgia  Moon¬ 

shiners. 

331  The  Bradys  and  “Handsome  Hal”  ;  or,  Duping  the  Duke  of  Da¬ 

kota. 

332  The  Bradys  and  the  Mad  Financier  ;  or,  Trailing  the  “Terror”  of 

Wall  Street. 

333  The  Bradys  and  the.  Joplin  Jays;  or,  Three  “Badmen”  from 

Missouri. 

334  The  Bradys  and  Capt.  Klondike;  or,  The  Man  from  the  North 

Pole. 

335  The  Bradys  and  the  Wall  Street  Club  ;  or,  Three  Lost  “Lambs  ” 
33b  T^e  Bradys’  Lightning  Raid  ;  or,  Chased  Through  the  Hole  in 

tne  Wall. 

337  The  Bradys  and  the  Hip  Sing  Ling  ;  or,  After  the  Chinese  Free 

Masons. 

338  The  Bradys’  Diamond  Syndicate;  or,  The  Case  of  the  “Marquis” 

of  Wall  Street. 

339  The  Bradys  and  the  Seven  Masks ;  or,  Strange  Doings  at  the 

Doctors'  Club. 

340  The  Bradys  and  the  President's  Special  ;  or,  The  riot  of  the 

1  2  3. 

341  The  Bradys  and  the  Russian  Duke  ;  or,  The  Case  of  the  Woman 

From  Wall  Street. 

342  The  Bradys  and  the  Money  Makers  ;  or,  After  the  “Queen  of  the 

Queer.” 

343  The  Bradys  and  the  Butte  Boys  ;  or,  The  Trail  of  the  Ten  “Ter¬ 

rors.” 

344  The  Bradys  and  the  Wall  Street 

F.  F.  V. 


348  ihe  Bradys  at  Big  Boom  City  ;  or,  Out  for  the  Oregon  Land 

Thieves. 

349  Ihe  Bradys  and  Corporal  Tim;  or,  The  Mystery  of  the  Fort 

350  The  Bradys’  Banner  Raid;  or,  The  White  Boys  of  Whirlwind 

Camp. 

351  the  Bradys  and  the  Safe  Blowers;  or,  Chasing  the  King  of  the 

leggmen. 

oko  ri!le  Brad/S  Cold  Lake  ;  or,  Solving  a  Klondike  Mystery. 

353  Ihe  Bradys  and  “Dr.  Doo-Da-Day”  ;  or,  The  Man  Who  w 


on  Mott  Street. 

354  The  Bradys’  Tombstone  “Terror” 
Wreckers. 


as  Lost 
or,  After  the  Arizona  Mine 


‘Widow”  ;  or,  The  Flurry  in 


345  The  Bradys’  Chinese  Mystery;  or,  Called  by  the  “King”  of  Mott 

ot  1*66 1. 

346  ThdeerBradys  and  “Brazos  Bill”  ;  or,  Hot  Work  on  the  Texas  Bor- 

347  The^  riradys  and  Broker  Black;  or,  Trapping  the  Tappers  of  Wall 


355  The^  Bradys  and  the  Witch  Doctor  ;  or,  Mysterious  Work  in  New 

356  The  Bradys  and  Alderman  Brown ;  or,  After  the  Grafters  of 

Greenville. 

357  The .Bradys  in  “Little  Pekin”  ;  or,  The  Case  of  the  Chinese  Gold 

358  The  Bradys  an^the^Boston  Special  ;  or,  The  Man  Who  was  Miss- 

-60  Thl  R^ulS0’an?-the  ^J1  C]ub>  or-  The  Secret  Band  of  Seven 
obO  Th^Bradys  Chinese  Raid ;  or,  After  the  Man-Hunters  of  Mon- 

361  The^Bradys  and  the  Bankers’  League;  or,  Dark  Doings  in  Wall 

362  TNevBadaad”S’  ^  t0  Goldfields  ’  or-  Downing  the  “Knights  of 

The  Bradys  and  the  Pit  of  Death  ;  or,  Trapped  by  a  Fiend 
3  4  T1Walirasfreetnd  the  Boston  Broker;  or,  The  Man  Who  Woke  up 

1 1 II  SSSsTSS ■ 

T,  e  Bradys  in  a  Madhouse  ;  or,  The  Mvsterv  of  nr 
ThDoyersdStreatd  ^  Chinese  “Come-Ons”;  or,  Dark  Doings  in 

370  ThGangady>S  and  the  Insurance  Crooks;  or,  Trapping  A  Wall  Street 

371  ThCone|e.yS  and  tbe  SeVen  Students  =  or,  The  Mystery  of  a  Medical 

f72  T  Highbandlrsand  G°Vernor  Gum !  or-  Hunting  the  King  of  the 
?734  Tho  Hrlv  -an?’  the,Mine  Fakirs;  or,  Doing  a  Turn  in  Tombstone 
'375  League  ^ Burn 

S??  f^aitei 

378  The  Bradys  at  Hudson’s  Bay;  or  The  Spnrrh  fp,.  „  r  r- 

3<9  The  Bradys  and  the  Kansas  “Come-Ons”  -  or  Hot  WmuP  orer‘ 
Green  Goods  Case  ^  b  ’  01»  Hot  ^  ork  on  a 

380  T  RoaBdradyS'  Ten-Tr‘unk  M^‘ery ;  or,  Working  for  the  Wabash 
3“  ThlJSdfs  Zd 


Mystery. 


T>  ,  .  — -  — c.cian. 

or,  I  robing  a  Wall  Street 


3 
388 


3  83  The  Bradys  and  the  “Twenty  Terrors”*  nr  ^  , 

3  8  4  The  Bradys  and  Towerman “10”? or The Grasshopper  Gang. 
38a  The  Bradys  and  Judge  Jumn*  or’  The °>f.  r£e  Co"iet  dyer. 

The  Bradys  and  PrinS  H^-t"’or  TlifTrShilr  ,l >  «>«  *Mver. 

The  Bradys  and  “Badman  Bill"’-  o!  HnntWtSPii®  Fa.klr  °f 'Frisco. 
The  Bradys  and  “Old  Man  Money”  for  Hustling  for W MlsfreS' 
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